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The  Dying  Street  Arab. 

1(V    .MAJTIIIAS  BAKR. 

I  know  what  tdu  mean— I'm  a-ilyin'; 

Well,  I  ain't  no  worse  nor  the  rest; 
'Tain't  them  as  tloes  nothin'  but  prayin', 

I  reokons,  as  is  the  best. 

1  ain't  hail  no  father  nor  mother 
A-tellin'  me  wrong  from  the  right; 

The  street  ain't  the  place— is  it,  jMirson  ?— 
For  savin'  your  prayers  of  a  night. 

I  never  knowd  who  was  my  father. 

Ami  mother  she  died  long  ago; 
The  folks  here  they  brought  mc  up  somchows 

It  ain't  much  they've  toadied  me,  I  know. 

Yet  1  think  they's  be  sorry  and  miss  me, 
When  took  right  aivay  from  this  yern. 

For  sometimes  I  catches  Ihem  slily 
A-wipin'  away  of  a  tear. 

And  they  says  as  they  hopes  I'll  get  lictter- 
I  can't  be  no  worse  when  I'm  dead; 

I  hain't  had  so  jolly  a  time  on't, 
A-<lyin'  by  inches  for  bread. 

I've  stooit  in  tlieni  streets  precious  often. 
When  the  wet's  been  a-i>ourin'  down. 

And  I  ain't  had  so  much  as  a  mouthful. 
Nor  never  so  much  as  a  brown. 

I've  looked  in  them  shops  with  the  winders 

Chuck  full  of  what's  tidy  to  eat, 
-Vnd  I've  heenl  gents  a-larlln'  and  talkin'. 

While  I  drops  like  a  dog  at  their  feet. 

But  it's  kind  on  you,  sir,  to  sit  by  me; 

I  ain't  now  afoerd  o'  your  face; 
And  I  hopes,  if  it's  true  as  yon  tells  me, 

We'll  meet  in  that  t'other  good  place. 

I  hopes  as  you'll  come  when  it's  over, 
\wl  talk  to  them  here  in  the  court; 

They'll  mind  wliat  yon  says — you're  a  parson; 
There  won't  be  no  larkin'  nor  siH>rt. 

You'll  tell  them  as  how  I  died  happy. 

Anil  hopin'  to  see  them  again ; 
Thai  I'm  gone  to  that  land  where  the  weary 

Is  f  ree<l  of  his  trouble  and  pain. 

Now,  open  that  book  as  you  give  me — 

I  feel  as  it  never  tells  lies— 
And  rend  me  them  wonls — you  know,  gov'nor; 

As  is  good  for  a  chap  when  he  dies. 

There:  give  me  your  hand,  sir,  and  thank'ce 
For  the  good  as  you've  done  a  poor  lad; 

Who  knows,  had  they  leached  me  some  better, 
I  mightn't  have  growcd  up  so  bad? 

Knowledge  cannot  be  acquired  with- 
out pains  anil  application.  It  is  troub- 
lesome, and  lilve  (lijjfgiujr  for  deep  water, 
but  wlten  you  come  to  tlie  springs,  tliey 
rise  and  meet  von. 


SCBSCRIBE  for  fhe  Paragon,   only  15 
cents  for  six  montlis.     Try  it. 


Written  for  the  Paragon. 

PATTY'S    TB  AMP. 

IIV    "HETTY    GLESN."' 

Fatty  Wilcox  was  paring  apples.  Site 
.sat  in  her  tatlier's  great,  cool  liitclien,  a 
liuge  tin  pan  in  lier  lap,  plying  her  knife 
diligently.  It  was  very  ajipareut  tliat 
Iter  thoughts  were  not  with  lier  worlv,  for 
every  now  iuid  tlieii  the  l<nife  dropped 
idly  into  the  pan.  and  her  eyes  wandered 
out  tlie  door  to  the  cool,  slia<Iy  orchard 
beyond.  But  tliis  was  not  to  l)e  won- 
dered at,  for  Patty  was  to  start  for  Xew 
York  one  week  from  that  day,  to  pay  a 
visit  to  a  wealtliy  cousin,  and  lier  little 
head  was  full  of  what  site  would  say  and 
do. 

But  presently  lu>r  tlioughts  seemed  to  1 
take  another  turn,  and  <lie  took  a  long  i 
apple-paring  from  tlie  pan.  Iield  it  up  and  ! 
looked  at  it.  j 

'■I've  a  good  mind  to  try  it,"  slie  saitl,  j 
half  aloud;  •'  I  just  liave  a  good  mind  to  j 
tlirow  it  over  my  shoulder  to  see  wlio  I'll 
marry.     It's  silly,  I  know:   but  then'' — 
over  it   went,    and   Patty   tiu-ned  shily 
i  round  to  see  wliat  letter  it  had  formed. 
A  complete  S  lay  on  the  floor. 
;      "Dear  me  I     There   isn't  any   one   1 
j  know  whose  name  begins  with  S !  I  won- 
der— gracious ! " 

A  dark  sluidow  fell  across  the  floor 
from  tlie  opt  n  doorway,  and  as  Patty 
turned  she  saw  a  man  wlios(;  r;igged 
clothes  pronounced  liim  to  be  that  terror 
to  American  houselioUls,  a  tramp.  He 
was  rather  above  tlie  medium  lieiglit,  had 
a  face  covered  witli  freckles,  and  a  sliock 
of  briglit  red  liair,  but  witli  eyes  wliich 
Patty  at  once  set  down  in  lier  little  heart 
as  "  perfectly  granil." 

"Beg  pardon,  mem,'' said  he  bowing 
antl  scraping,  "but  ye  liav'nt  aiij-tliing 
now.  liave  ye,  for  a  poor  b'ye  'as  luisn't 
liad  a  morsel  pass  his  lips  in  all  week,— 
1  mane  all  daj',"  he  added,  lus  he  saw 
Patty  laughing  at  tlie  bare  idea  of  such 
terrific  starvation. 

•'Certainly,  come  right  in,"' said  Patty. 
Slie  placed  a  plentiful  meal  on  the  ta- 
ble, and  he  sat  dowi.  and  began  to  eat. 
She  noticed  that  he  ate  rather  daintily, 
anil  she  also  wondered  at  the  gentle- 
manly way  ill  which  he  hamiled  the  va- 
rious articles  befiu-e  liim.     While  he  ate 


lie  told  her  a  pittifiil  tale  of  poverty,  no 
work,  and  tlie  hunger  which  liad  reduced 
liim  to  the  necessity  of  begging  for  fooil. 
Several  times  lie  contradicted  his  own 
statements,  and  then  would  apjiear  con- 
fused, and  blunder  on  into  more  self-con- 
tradictory facts.  But  through  it  all  she 
saw,  or  fancied  she  saw,  his  great  brown 
eyes  twinkling  with  su|)presscd  merri- 
ment, and  indignantly  wondered  "what 
on  earth  lie  could  be  laugliing  al." 

At  last  slie  hapjiened  to  notice  one  of 
his  hands.  "(lOodne-Ss  gracious  I  "  said 
she  to  herself.  It  was  white  •  than  her 
own,  and  on  tlie  little  linger  glittereil  a 
large  signet  ring.  "That's  a  [iretty  nice 
looking  hand  for  a  tramp.''  was  her  men- 
tal comment,  but  just  tlien  iie  mailesome 
remark  in  his  Irish  brogue,  and  she 
turned  her  attention  to  him.  Patty  found 
it  no  hard  task  watching  the  jileasant 
brown  eyes  and  sliapely  white  liaiids; 
but  when  she  looked  at  his  freckles  and 
red  hair,  as  she  told  a  friend  afterward, 
"it  was  hideous  enoiig!)  to  sc'  your  teeth 
on  edge." 

A^ery  .soon  slie  awoke  to  tlie  fact  tlial 
slie  was  talking  with  jM-rfect  freedom  to 
a  tramp,  and  listening  witli  much  inter- 
est to  his  replies,  and  felt  a  little  asham- 
ed; but,  in  her  own  language,  she  "could 
not  help  lierself."  He  knew  so  many 
interesting  things  about  foreign  conn- 
tries,  that  slie  felt  very  nineli  interested. 

At  last  slie  ventiireil  to  ask  his  name. 
He  glanced  miscliievously  at  the  paring 
on  the  floor,  and  replied;  "Slialey:  Mike 
Slialey."  Patty  looked  suspiciously  at 
the  innocent  paring,  then  laughed  softly 
to  herself,  and  blushed  a  little. 

"  Well,  poor  man,  he  can't  help  it,''8he 
thonglit.  "  But  the  idim  of  my  niarrj-ing 
him!     It  would  be  too  funny!" 

But  very  sooon  the  tramp  was  gone; 
and  he  passed  as  completely  out  of  Pat- 
ty's memory  as  he  did  from  out  her  kitch- 
en door. 


Two  years  had  pas.sed  away.  Patty  had 
been  to  Xew  York,  where  she  was 
"  broiiglit  out,''  in  .society  and  created 
quite  a  stir.  She  had  hosts  of  admirers, 
but  her  fancy  had  singled  out  Malcolm 
Sheldon,  a  noble,  manly,  wealthy  young 
fellow,  who  had  proposed  and  been  ac- 
cepted.    On  this  fine  .Tune  morning,  Mr. 


[Conclude<l  on  4th  page.  | 
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SHOET  BIOGEAFHIES. 

JOHN  T.  SCOTT.  "STrDEvr." 
The  subject  cf  this  Kkctcli  whs 
l)i>i-u't. )fc.  7th.,  lSi)2,  at  Natche/., 
Jli.ss.  He  i'nttrPi.1  .A.riiat(nii-(loin  in 
June.  IK7(),  and  his  j)niiluctii5]is 
liiivc  siiK'f  iippearfd  in  iiiauv  yivo- 
JVssional  ancl  Amateur  .Tonnials. 
Fur  tnw  so  young,  he  Itus  made 
([uite  a  reputation,  ami  we  predict 
tor  liiiii  a  prosperous  career.  He  is 
now  tr;'!isur;r  of  the  |Cresc<  nt  Citv 
A.  P.  A. 


AVILLIA:M  REESE.     "W-\(i  Rek." 
AYm.  Re(s_'  was  bom  in   Bsdti- 
moro.  !Md.,  in  185;).    He   has  con- 
tributed to  various  joiu-ntds,   both 
as  author  and  puzzler.  He  is  ])uzzle 
editor  of  the  "New  Era,"  and  was 
'icted  vice  president  of  the  Cres- 
t  C'itv  A.  P.  A.   l'.    entered  am- 
i..  urdoin  in  1-S75,  and  hasbecimic 
wellkucwu  amonj;  the  i)uz/.lint^  fra-' 
temity  of  the  South. 

We  are  late  in  sa^dnp  it,  but  we 
must  confess  that  the  '-Sphinx"  is 
King  of  puzzle  joimials.  Rob  Roy 
rei^Tis  over  the  News  column  in  a 
manner  worthr  of  comiiK  ndatif  u. 


We  hoj)e  to  be  mnubered  anionjjf 
the  oxchaiifjeK. 


SALUTATORY. 

In  presenting  the  initial  luuidier 
of  the  Piiisi'i.E.XF.ii  to  the  ]mzzlers  ot 
Aiueri''a.  we  think  we  hear  tltem 
e>;<'laim ;  "What,  anotlu  r  jnizzle  pa- 
per V  Yes  I'riends,  an(>tlKr  puzy.le 
paper  it  is,  and  with  your  patron- 
age and  help,  we  ho])e  to  make  it 
one  <if  liie  bt  st  in  pn/.zl(  dom.  With 
each  issue  we  liojje  to  place  before 
you  the  amateur  news  in  g«  ui  r;d  of 
the  foregoing  month,  togcthu-  uith 
a  collection  of  puzzles  from  tho 
mos't  noted  authors.  The  i)riz<  s  we 
hope  will  be  additional  induce  mc  nt. 
for  rdl  LO  tiA  tucir  f^kill  ;it  s(  lv;;.g, 
and  those -i-  •  ■■••ient  in  pu>.z!iug 
may  tind  sciik  '.iiing  intcrestii;g  in 
the  AVord  Hunt.  Were  it  ii>  I  for 
■  the  fact  that  there  is  at  pixsert  a 
i'om])lc-tePuzz.l','rs(iuide.  we  should 
give  with  each  is.siu'  instructions, 
regju'ding  some  })0]ndar  pv.z/lcs; 
but  we  think  we  can  till  the  space 
with  e(|ually  interesting  matter,  re- 
fening  all  who  wir<h  to  bewine 
;puy.zler.s,  tu  !Mr.  Keudidl't:  (Juii.e. 
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The    National. 


rjn  UK  giamlest  fentiire  of  AiiiiUciiriloin 
JL     is  its  aniiiuil  gatlieriiigs  ot  tlie  .uu:!- 
teur  nutliovs.  cditois  and   i"i"te'"'' 
of  Xortli  Aniciiea  in   (leliberate  conven- 
tion.   Tlie  eight   annnal    convention  of 
tlie  Xational  Amateur  Press  Association 
will  convene  at  Xew  York  city.  AVeilnes- 1 
(lay.  July  the  nth  1SS3.    The  association  j 
was  organizetl  at  Philaflelpliia.  .Inly  -Itli  i 
1S7G.  the  one  hnndreilth  aiuiiversary  of  | 
the  Nations  Independence.    The  conven- 1 
tions  are  held  in  an  Eastern  and  Western  | 
city  alternately.    Aniatenrdoni  is  an  in- | 
stitution  of  learning  and  drones  are  soon  j 
initiated  to  real  labor  and  are  not  long  i 
an  amateur.    The    most  talented    and . 
energetic  youths  of  society   are  to    be  i 
found  in  the  ranks.    But.   to  our  subject,  j 
At  New  York,  next  July,  will   assemble 
representative  yonnjr   uien.    from   'Wis- 
consin to  :X[assachnsctts;    nearly   every 
section  of  the  United  States.  East  of  the 
Mississippi,  will  be  lepresented.  Yoiiths 
of  different    sectional     prejudices    will 
there  converse  together  and  become  bet- 
ter aciinaiuted  with  each  other  and  per. 
ceive  of  their  misundei-standings. 

.Vmatcurs.  go;  and  receive  such  a  sha-  j 
•  king  up  as  you  never  experienced  befi>re-  [ 
Over   one  hundred    have    made    known 
their  determination  to  be  pr(^sent. 


vention.  If  you  can  go  totheXew  York 
convention,  take  a  week's  vacation  and 
enjoy  meeting  the  .Vmateurs  ot  the  East : 
enjoy  the  banquet. 

Schemes  for  the  more  wide-spread  in- 
troduction of  Amateur  .lonrnalism  amotg 
the  rising  generation  will  be  discussed. 
The  best  plan  thus  far  advanced,  is  Pre- 
sident Grant's.  Grant  is  i.ssnieg  a  pam- 
phlet to  contain  a  wnnplete  description 
of  tlie  benefits,  amusement  etc.  to  be  de- 
rived from  oomiection  witli  Amateur 
Jonrnilisni.  Harrisoirs  suggestion  of 
employing  a  stenographer  to  take  the 
;  l>rnceedings  of  the  convention  is  a  good 
I  one.  and  doubtless  will  be   acted  on   at 

Xew  York. 

I  As  yet  no  amendments  to  the  constitu- 
i  tion  have  been  suggested,  but.  as  ueces- 
'  sity  requires  a  revision  it  will  surely  be 
'  acted  njion  at  tlie  convention. 
'  The  Keception  (I'omuiittee  is  ai))iointi'<l 
;  Preparations  are  being  made  to   receive 

the  visiting  ams.  in  a  maimer  worthy  of 

Xew  York  hospitality. 


The   Western. 


/^     r< 


T  Detroit  last  year  the  'Western  was 
■eorganizcd  and  placed  on  a  tirin 
"^  foundation.  It  was  evident  to  ail 
that  a  representative  local  association 
was  necessary  to  the  life  of  the  cause  of 
Tlie  tirst  duty  of  every  one  connected  ,  amateur  .lonrnalisni  in  the  'West.  AVith 
withAmateur'.Tournalism.isto  support  ,  that  fact  in  view  the  organization  was 
the  Xational,  by  joining.  Make  appli"  |  accomplished  with  a  boom, 
cation  for  membership  to.  T.  II.  Parsons. 


Active  otli- 
!  cers,  with  one  or  two  exceptions,  were 


243  :*Iain  St..     Buffalo,    X'ew  York.      If,  elected,  and  the  next  meeting,  at  Colum- 


your  name  is  decided  on  as  accejitable  to  bus.  promises  to  be  the  greatest  of  the 
membership,  full  instrnotions  will  be  AVestern.  if  not  of  any  .sectional  <n-gani- 
sentyou.  It  co.sts  oidv  two  doKars  to !  zation.  The  interest  lias  increased  to 
become  a  full  fledged  member.  A  system  |  such  ad  extent  that  anything  but  a  rou- 
of  proxy  voting  i.s  used,  so  that  you  can  '  sing  meeting  would  be  a  sad  disapoint- 
vote,  if  not  able  to  be  pre.<eiit  at  the  con- 1  nient.     Now. 


u  large   attendance   is 


%, 


'):jy 


m 


"They  weie  made  to  exalt  us,  to  teacT  us  to  bless. 

Those  invaluable  brothers— THE  PEN  AND  THE  PRESS.' 


Vol.  I. 


APRIL,  1886. 


No.  0. 


;^;n  fi^matcur  ^curncyman. 

BY  FEAKK  DiTIS. 

Like  a  great  many  other  boys  of  my 
ajre,  I  concluded  that  I  conld  do  better  for  j 
uiyself,  so  early  one  spring  morning  1 1 
pulled  "stakes"  to  seek  mj'  fortune  "out 
in  the  world."  I  first  stopped  at  a  town 
where  I  supposed  tliej'  lived  well,  anj'way 
there  were  a  great  many  grist  mills  there, 
and  I  took  it  from  that,  that  they  had 
plenty  of  bread,  (eating  is  half  of  my  liv- 
ing). I  applied  for  a  job  at  the  largest 
mill  in  town.  The  boss  asked  me  if  1 
thought  I  could  keep  the  boiler  hot,  and 
I  told  him  I  had  never  been  at  any  work 
yet  where  I  could  not  keep  hot.  Well,  he 
gave  me  tlie  job,  and  wlien  I  went  to  the 
boiler  room  I  found  an  old  delapidated 
shell,  leaking  so  badly  that  two  steam 
pumps  could  not  keep  it  full,  and  worse 
than  all,  1  had  to  wheel  the  coal  nearly 
two  blocks,  and  go  outside  and  crawl 
under  the  floor  to  clean  out  the  ashes. 
And  while  I  was  cleaning  them  out  the 
steam  went  down — the  engineer  kicked — 
and  the  foreman  came  around  and  looked 
under  the  floor  at  me  and  said :  "I  thought 
you  could  keep  her  hot."  I  answered 
him  a  little  suddenly  and  told  hiui  I  was 
hot  enough  now.  Then  he  said  he  guessed 
I  bad  better  resign,  and  I  took  his  advice. 


The  next  day  I  pulled  out  of  that  town 
with  the  solemn  Ihought  that  tlie  man 
who  fired  that  "rig"  wouldn't  have  as 
much  sense  as  an  insane  man. 

Then  J  tried  to  get  a  job  as  a  clerk  in  a 
drug  store,  tlie  druggist  said  he  needed 
a  man  like  me,  but  wouldn't  hire  one  until 
he'd  tried  him.  Then  I  told  him  1  woidd 
work  on  trial  and  asked  bim  what  he 
wanted  done.  He  told  me  to  go  out  and 
stand  on  the  sidewalk  awhile.  I  obeyed 
and  after  standing  there  about  an  hour  I 
got  tired  and  went  in  and  asked  him  what 
he  wanted  me  out  there  for.  "To  make 
folks  sick,  so  they  will  come  in  and  buy 
medicine,"  he  replied ;  then  1  was  mad 
and  told  him  I  guessed  I'd  quit.  I  went 
out  to  a  policeman  and  asked  him  if  he 
knew  where  I  could  get  a  job,  and  be  said 
if  J  didn't  leave  the  town  in  forty-seven 
hours  he  would  give  me  a  job  breaking 
stone  on  the  street.  Then  I  began  to 
think  there  was  no  encouragement  for  a 
boy  who  was  trying  to  make  his  mark  in 
the  world.  The  man  hoeing  potatoes  in 
that  field  I  passed  evidently  known  what 
I  was  thinking  about  or  else  he  had  gone 
out  to  do  for  himself  sometime  or  other 
for  he  was  singing,"Home,  Sweet  Home," 
and  I  began  to  sing  it  something  like  this: 
'  'Home,  home,  sweet  home, 
There's  no  place  like  home. 
And  if  ever  I  get  back  again 
I  never  more  ehnll  roam. " 
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'•They  weie  made  to  exalt  us,  to  teach  -js  to  bless. 

Those  invaluable  brothers— THE  PEN  AND  THE  PRESS." 


Vol.  I. 


MAY.  1886. 


No.  10. 


BY  FRANK  BOE  BATCHELDEH. 

When  sinks  the  sun  hehind  the  western 
hills, 
And  siible  niglit  o'er  earth  her  mantle 

tlirows, 
My  lieart  forjrets  its  bnrdens  and  its 
woes, 
And  sootliing  peace  once  more  my  bosom 

fills. 
The  jfentle  twilight  banishes  all  ills, 
And  once  again  fond  hope  my  spirit 

knows; 
While  through  my  thoughts  a  new 
strong  impnise  Hows, 
And  courage  in  my  fainting  heart  instills. 

Though  oft  despondent  at  the  close  of  day 
And  gain  new  strength  when  twilight's 

shadows  fall ; 
The  hateful  phantoms  that  my  heart 
appal 
Are  fain  to  grant  a  respite  to  their  ])rev, 
And  f<n-  a  time  release  me  from  their 
thrall ; 
While  freedom  doth  at  last  my  toils  repay. 


P 


IS  •  (/IrQalcurisJic  •  Expericgce. 

(From  the  New  Yoik  WorW.) 

The  1-2-ycar-old  editor  of  an  amateur 
weekly  paper  jjublished  in  Sandusky,  O., 
and  cilled  the  Fhi,  wrote  to  Florence,  the 
comedian,  while  he   wsis   pLiying  at   the 


,  opera  house  in  that  city,  asking  him  to 
j  contribute  an  article  and  to  make  it  funny. 
j  Mr.  Florence  wrote  the  following  between 
!  the  acts  and  sent  it  to  him : 

My   Yoimg  Friend:     You  ask   me  to 
write  something  for  your  paper.    Take 
,  warning.     I  was  once  an  editor. 

At  14  I  had  a  newspaper,  and   like   our 

great  brother  of  the  press,  Kobert  Bonner, 

was  fond  of  driving.     I  had  no  Maud  S. 

;  My  steed  was  called  William  G.;  he   was 

a  billy-goat. 

'  I  had  ten  subscribers  and  two  advertis- 
ers, my  father  and  mother  being  included 
in  both  classes  of  patrons.  I  was  justly 
proud  of  my  newspaper,  the  GoVwh,  and, 
although  it  was  but  11  inches  by  8,  I 
fancied  it  was  a  mammoth  sheet.  I  re- 
member one  of  my  advertisers  was  a  bar- 
ber. One  day  he  cut  my  hair  and  so  paid 
his  bill  for  a  year  in  advance.  You  see 
there  is  compensation  in  all  things.  He 
is  in  State  prison  now  and  I  am  an  actor. 
At  length  my  newspaper  enterprise 
burst,  as  many  a  paper  scheme  had  done 
before.  The  causes  were  various;  one 
will  suffice  to  show  the  vanity  of  editorial 
pride.  My  goat  had  a  friend,  another 
goat  of  the  male  persuasion.  He  belonged 
to  the  boy  across  the  street.  This  brute, 
whose  name  was  David,  eventually  had  a 
falling  out   with   my   goat.     He   cluisetl 
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No.  11. 


afix)  ln)poplar)i  Q\a\\Q.T. 

The  decline  in  prosperitj-  of  the  West- 
ern Amateur  Press  Association  since  tlie 
reign  of  Franli  II.  Cliainberlain  in  1SS3 
has  been  noticiible  to  the  most  unobscrv- 
ing.  How  EO.  E.  Stowell  was  electeil  in 
1SS4,  and  resigned,  leaving  llie  reins  of 
the  association  in  the  hands  of  L.  B. 
Stringer,  who  held  them  in  the  loosest 
manner  possible;  how  Fred  F.  Heath, 
who  was  then  OfHcial  Editor,  did  nearly 
all  the  work  that  was  done  during  that 
admiuistration  and  received  no  credit  for 
it;  how  W.  R.  Antisdel  was  elected  in 
1885,  also  resigning  and  leaving  the  fate 
of  the  organiziition  in  the  hands  of  Nor- 
bert  Heinsheimer,  after  it  had  been  '"as- 
sumed" by  the  Official  Editor. 

All  these  things  are  familiar  to  araateur- 
dom,  and  although  of  vital  interest  to  the 
western  amateurs,  have  rcc-eived  little  or 
no  attention,  save  bj-  one  or  two,  who, 
having  fewer  political  irons  in  the  tire  of 
the  J^ational  Association,  and  loving  the 
VV.  A.  P.  A.  better  than  political  glory, 
have  labored  silently  in  its  behalf,  while 
the  others  have  peeped  through  a  knot 
hole  in  the  fence,  chuckling  to  themselves 
and  awaiting  the  time  when  they  may 
come  forth  and  aspire  to  political  honor, 
after  the  work  is  done  and  the  associiition 
is  again  in  a  prospering  condition. 


Then  let  ns  urge  that  the  officers  elected 
at  Davenport  next  month  be  amateurs 
who  can  be  depended  uiioii ;  and  when 
the  convention  is  over  and  tbe  real  work 
of  the  year  begins,  let  the  west  enconrage 
and  defend  the  administration,  that  the 
association  may  flourish  as  in  yeai's  gone 
by.  On,  on,  we  say,  lest  the  ghosts  of 
I.egler  and  Chamberlain,  rising  up  from 
their  fossiliferoiis  slumber,  return  in 
l)hantom  array  to  haunt  the  unworthy 
members  who  are  leaving  to  decay  their 
beloved  association. 


As  instance  of  the  good  to  be  accomp- 
lished by  encouraging  recruits  is  W'cll 
illustrated  by  the  entrance  to  the  ranks  of 
Mr.  W.  B.  Webb,  of  Greene,  N.  Y., whose 
name  was  recentl}'  sent  ns  by  Mr.  F.  D. 
Woollen,  and  to  whom  we  mailed  Pes 
ASD  Press.  We  lately  received  from  him 
a  historical  article,  "Oracles,"  which 
shows  in  the  author  a  familiarity  with 
ancient  history  and  which  is  soon  to  ap- 
pear in  this  paper.  This  will  be  followed 
by  other  historical  sketches  by  Mr.  Webb, 
for  whom  we  predict  a  bright  future  in 
the  amateur  world  ot  letters. 


Wk  are  unable  to  see  why,  as  a  certain 
amateur  expresses  it,  "though  we  think 
that  amateur  journalism   would   be   on   a 
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0UP  Joool^s 


In  the  reading  world  one  meets  with 
many  contradictory  statements  and  incon- 
sistent remarks  by  various  writers,  wlio, 
in  expressing  their  opinions,  oftentimes 
chisli  most  woefully   with  one  another. 
Nor  is  it  other  than   liuman   that  esich 
writer    should    consider    his  experience 
warranting  the  statements  he  makes,  or 
that  he  should  refrain  from  placing  his 
opinions  at  naught  and  give  up  to  the  arg- 
uments of  a  rival  whose  ideas  difier  wide-  ; 
ly  from  those  of  himself.    In   tliis  con-  ] 
nection  I  wish  to  observe  the  material  | 
contrast  between  two  articles  on  the  same  i 
subject  whlcli  I  recently  read,  their  only  1 
resemblance  lying  in  the  fact  that  they 
were  so  diflerent !  Tlie  subject  was  books, 
and  to  one  but  sliglitly  acquainted   with 
tlie  matter  under  discussion— for  whom, 
apparently,  both  articles  were  designed- 
it  would  be  difficult  to  decide  which  writ- 
er was  in  the  right.    The   one,   speaking 
of  books  we  have  supposedly  never  read 
and  the  contents  of  which  we  are  ignorant, 
ventures  tlie  following  advice :   "Never 
reject  a  book  because  its  author  is  un- 
known orunfamed;  neither  east  it  aside 
because  its  principles  are  condemned  by 
social  critics.     Let  each  one  read  for  him- 
self and  be  his  own  arbiter,  knowing  that 


if  he  pernse  thoughtfidly  and  itnderstand- 
ingly,  some  good  intlueuce  will  be  derived 
from  every  form  of  literature  which 
exists  in  the  lettered  domains  of  fiction 
and  truth."  Let  evei-y  man  judge  for 
himself.  He  may  not  be  capable  of  acting 
the  part  of  the  critic  as  the  world  detines 
that  personage,  but  he  will  be  able  to 
judge  for  his  own  satisfaction,  and  if  his 
opinion  does  not  satisfy  the  public,  the 
result  of  the  public  might  not  satisfy 
him,  and  he  is  not  obliged  to  seek  pub- 
licity .anyw.ay. 

So  much  for  this  argument.    The  next 
writer  says,  perhaps  not  in  these  exact 
words,   but  to  the  following  effect:  "A 
man  wm  no  more  afford  to  read  a  book  as 
an  experiment  of  its  contents  than  he  can 
afford  to  eat  some  hitherto  unknown  art- 
'[  ical  of  diet  without  the  slightest  idea  of 
i  what  it  is  composed.     As  we  tell  a  'dude' 
on  the  street  by   his  dress,  so   there  is 
always  something  in  the  material  make- 
up of  a  book  by  which  we  may  judge  its 
I  worth."     In  other  words,  one  shoidd  not 
i  waste    his    time  trying  to  discover  the 
merits  of  new  authors ;  he  shoidd  devote 
:  his  entire  attention   to  those   who  have 
been  tried  and  tested  by  the  world,  and 
who  have  received  a  verdict  of  "Favor- 
able" from  all  quarters.    Life  is  too  short 
to  throw  away  by  experiments  with  the 
mutual  facilities. 
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The   Prickly  Pear. 

(Entered  in  Post  office,  Denver,  Colo.,  as  Second-class  Matter.) 


Vol.  1. 


Denver,  Colo.,  May  28,  1886. 


Wo.  0. 


THE     PERMANENT     CONVENTION 
SEAT. 


In  No.  i  of  the  /'ear  was  published 
an  article  advocating  the  selection  of 
a  permanent  meeting  place  for  the  N. 
A.  P.  A.  This  suggestion  has  been 
received  very  favorably  by  the  ama- 
teur press,  a  large  number  of  the  pa- 
pers speaking  well  of  the  plan  and  ma- 
king additional  suggestions  of  great 
value.  Some  papers  have  spoken  un- 
favorably of  the  plan,  but  this  was 
largely  caused  by  a  misconception  of 
some  of  the  paragraphs  in  the  article 
referred  to.  The  best  way  to  show 
what  our  most  prominent  and  thought- 
ful amateurs  think  of  the  plan,  is  to 
publish  their  remarks  entire.  This  I 
intend  ti/  do  in  this  and  succeeding 
issues  of  the  Pear. 


"Davis,  ol  Prickly  Fear,  advocates 
the  selection  of  a  permanent  place  for 
the  meetings  of  the  N.  A.  P.  A. 
This  is  no  new  idea,  nor  is  it  the  first 
time  we  have  seen  the  proposition  ad- 
vanced. But  never  to  our  knowledge 
has  It  received  the  attention  it  de- 
mands. Every  amateur  should  consider 
it  and  let  his  opinion  of  the  mat- 
ter appear  in  his  journal.  The  advan- 
tages to  be  gained  by  such  a  plan  are 
many.  The  formation  of  a  library 
would  then  be  expedient.  A  file  of 
every  amateur  paper  published  could 
easily  be  kept  and  amateurs  living  in 


the  vicinity  could  have  access  to  them 
at  any  time.  A  local  association 
might  have  charge  of  the  rooms,  and 
the  public  be  allowed  to  review  the 
'work  of  our  brain'  from  time  to  time. 
We  are  heartily  in  favor  of  such  a  plan 
and  if  it  should  be  adopted  the  success 
of  the  last  convention  would  warrant 
us  in  naming  Boston  for  the  Eastern 
seat.  And  for  the  West — why,  let  the 
Western  amateurs  decide  for  them- 
selves. The  question  is  an  important 
one.  Let  our  brethren  be  heard 
from."—  Our  Optic. 

E.  E.   Bryant,   in    March  Pen  and 
Press  : 

"The  suggestion  urging  the  estab- 
lishment of  a  permanent  convention 
for  the  National  Amateur  Press  Asso- 
ciation in  the  Prickly  Pear  reminds  us 
ot  an  article  in  Sullivan's  old  Index, 
we  think,  wherein  the  writer  (whose 
name  we  do  not  now  recall)  tells  us  of 
a  dream  which  realized  just  such  a 
convention  hall,  only  on  a  more  elab- 
orate scale.  We  believe  the  idea  aa 
excellent  one,  and  one  that  should 
receive  attention  at  San  Francisco  in 
July.  A  centrally  located  city — say 
Cincinnati — might  be  chosen,  and 
then  amateurs  in  all  sections  would 
stand  an  equal  chance  of  attending  the 
conventions.  A  club-room  could  be 
furnished  as  suggested  by  Mr.  Davis,  a 
library  established  and  the  records  of 
the   association   could   be  kept  there 
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cAcrn. 


If  young  people  n.ust  read  novels, 
let  them  read  historical  ones  and  com- 
bine instruction  with  pleasure.  At 
the  present  time  there  is  a  large  num- 
ber of  this  class  of  books  obtainable, 
which  are  well  written,  inten.sely  inter- 
esting, and  perfectly  accurate  in  their 
historical  details.  This  source  of  in- 
struction should  not  be  neglected. 

Probably  the  best  historical  novelist 
is  Prof.  George  Ebers,  Professor  of 
Anrieni  History  in  several  German 
Universities.  He  has  enjoyed  excep- 
tional advantages  for  the  study  <^( 
Egyptian  history,  and  has  made 
several  voyages  to  Egypt,  one  being 
in  the  interest  of  the  government. 
He  ranks  with  the  best  of  German 
professors  of  history,  and  the  ac- 
curacy of  his  .historical  writings 
cannot  be  doubted.  Ebers  has  em- 
bodied the  prominent  events  ol 
Egyptian  history  in  several  charm- 
ing volumes  that  are  interesting 
beyond  expression.  They  are  so  life- 
like,   so   realistic,    that    for   the  time  i  devoted  almost  entirely  to  the  reprint- 


and  the  destruction  of  ;he  last  relic  of 
Paganism,  the  glorious  temple  of  Ser- 
apis.  Besides  these  stories  of  purely 
Egyptian  life  :  T/ie  Emperor,  narra- 
ting the  chief  events  of  the  Emperor 
Hadrian's  life ;  Homo  Sum,  a  tale  of 
the  Roman  occupation  of  Egypt ; 
The  Sisters ;  A  Qiie'tion  ;  A  Word, 
Only  a  Word,  a  story  of  life  in  the 
Black  Forest,  and  of  art  life  in  Spain 
and  The  Netherlands ;  and  The  Bur- 
gomasfrr's  Wife,  a  tale  of  the  latter 
part  of  the  XVI  century,  describing 
the  famous  struggle  by  which  Holland 
gained    her    freedom 

The  American  translators  of  Ebers 
have  been  peculiarly  fortunate,  and 
his  stories  have  lost  none  of  the  charm 
which  they  possessed  in  the  original 
language. 

Among  the  unique  papers  that  have 
beei  published  at  various  times  by 
amateurs,  none  was  more  deserving  of 
praise  than  the  Echo,  of  Brooklyn. 
This  was  what  might  be  called  an 
amateur    eclectic    monthly,    and    was 


being  one  seems  to  be  transported 
bark  through  the  intervening  centuries 
and  to  take  part,  to  be  one  of  the  actors 
in  the  scenes  he  describes.  In  Uarda, 
he  gives  a  sketch  of  Egypt  under  Sesos- 
tris.  In  An  Eg\ptian  Princess  he 
tells  the  story  of  the  Persian  conquest 
of  Egypt,  and  in  Serapis  gives  a 
faithful  view  of   the   early   Christains 


ing  of  articles  by  famous  authors 
selected  from  the  early  amateur  press. 
The  paper  was  published  by  Fred  M. 
Connell,  the  first  number  appearing 
March,  1877.  In  his  salutatory  the 
editor  gave  the  following  reasons  for 
his  new  departure. 

"A.n  apology  may  be  due  the  frater- 
nity for  entering  another    venture    in 
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PEARSON'S  PET. 


TODAY. 


Ifyou  have  any  smiles  for  theworld 

Give  with  a  g-enerous  hand- 
F<H-  ere  the  rise  of  tomorrow's  sun 
ioumay  h^re  n„  smiies  to  com-i 
mand. 


Oft  the  hat,d  by  rings. encumbered 
Has  no  charm  for  bieedinjr  grM 

W    h  the  bancs  that  give  relief. 
W.a.  hand  pridecan  add  no  beauty 

n.oub^anys.l.for  the  world  | -f^St^Jt^S  ,, 
Strerthi.a,on.tberoad,.  ^^^^sSl^^^t 


It  mi.y  help  some  one  who  is  growin- 
tired  " 

OUhe  world  and  Its  weary  st.ife, 
Aud  cheer  him  on  his  loiieiy  way 
-o  ahjghtr,  better  Jife 

Ifj'ouhaveanysmiie.for  the   world 

today, 

Give  them  out;  don't  wait- 

For  after  the  storms   and   the  clouds 

roll  by 

.    ^^«  ^our  will  be  too  late. 

H.XRRY  JI.  DEAK, 
Gi.idman.  Ky. 


PET-ALS 

o-S-io^X"""^'"^"^''^*"- 
'J-    gup    this  issi!e. 

Fit   v".  ^^"^'■''o^^^''  candidate  for 
1 1. . ,  Vice  PresWeinof  the  Kapa. 

Ezra    D.    Sar^ect  is   iearninff  thn 
mysteries  ,  f  printing.  ^    ^ 


BEAUTIFUL  HANDS. 

Not  aloue  within  the  mansion 

Wtiera  the  lords  of  earth  reside, 
Jn  tbe  city  s  broad  expansion 

And  ihegilded  hails  of  pride; 
But  within  the  rural  cottage 
Where  no  costly  gems  abound. 

Tolling  for  their  aaily  pottage, 
Lovely  hands  are  often  found.        ' 

Beaut,f«n.ands  are  tho«3  that  db 
Deeds  of  love  the  ;vhole  day  through 


The  South  now  has  something  like 
twenty  regularly   issued   ama.eur  pa 
^^   w^ore  expected   to  ZZ 

If  the  present~;;irkeeps   up  there 

tetkTL''"f^^^--^^^-thL 

club     rt         i'  '^  °'^^''''^  ^  looal 
I  Club.    Then  mind  your  eyes  • 

I  haven't  spa";;ri^r^ention  by  nam. 
N^ll  the  papers  I  have  received,  but  I 
wish  to  thank  the  editors  collectrvelv 
for  remembering  me.  ^^'eciivejy 

I  have  on  ha^d^^al  good  manu- 
«cnpts  which  I  have  not  y^t  been  aWe 

l-ibej  will  appear  soon  as  possible. 


e 


133. 


^-PN  4827 

P.iblish^J 


Li- 


Monthly. 


Sl^e  Pl2oe[2iciaf2. 

o Number  i. 


Volume 


Connected  With  The 

UNITED 

AMATEUR     PRESS 

ASSOCIATION. 

Also  With 

U.   A.   P .  A.  of  America. 


JANUARY    !907. 


X-FN  4827 


ears© 


VOL.  III. 


MORAVIAN  FALLS,    N.  C.  OCTOBER,  1907. 


No.  3. 


"THE  liORD  IS  GOOi>. 


"The  Lord  Is  good."     I  6ft  repeat 
These  cheering  words  to  those  I  meet, 
And  in  my  own  heart  steals  a  joy 
Which  things  of  earth  can  ne'er  de- 
stroy. 

"The  Lord  is  good."     Would  I  could 

well 
With    mortal    tongue    His    goodness 

tell; 
But  no  man  ever  yet  has  known 
Just  how  good  God  is  to  His  own. 


"The  Lord  is  good."     Each  hour  we 

live 
Some  blessing  does  the  Father  give; 
Xay,  luore,  the  very  life  we  love 
Is  giv'n  us  by  our  God  above. 

"The  Lord  is  good."    O  sons  of  m<?ii, 
V.  ho  know  that  ye  shall  live  again, 
\\"hy  longer  strive  against  His  love, 
.\nd  miss  the  joys  laid  up  above? 

CORA  WALLACE  PEARSON. 
Entered    for    Poet    Laureate    title    in 
N.  .V.  l\  .\.  and  rf.  A.  J.  A. 

SVMJIAKY  OP  "ESTHER." 

King  Ahasuerus  save  r  sreat  feast 
to  his  priaces  and  serranta,  and  when 
he  became  merry  with  drinking  and 
revelry,  he  commanded  Queen  Vashti 
to  appear  before  them  to  show  her 


beauty.     This  she  refuspd  to  do,  and 

the  king  was  so  very  wroth  that  he 
asked   his   guests   what  he   must  uo 
with  the  queen.    They  advised  him  to 
choose    another    to    take   her    place, 
and  also  persuaded  him  to  publicly 
announce  the  action,  so  that  the  wo- 
men of  the  kingdom  might  be  warn- 
ed against  disobeying  their  husbands. 
On  the  day  appointed  for  the  choos- 
ing of  the  new  queen,  Esther,  a  Jew- 
ish  virgin,   pleased   the   king     mora 
than  all  the  other  young  v/omen  who 
I  came  before  him,  and  he  put  a  royal 
I  ci-own  on  her  and  made  her  queen 
instead  of  Vashti,  and  made  a  feast 
!  in  her  honor. 

I      About  this  time  Haman  was  pro- 
!  moted  above  all  the  princes  of  the 
'  kingdom,  and  as  he  rode  through  the 
streets,  all  bowed  to  do  him  honor 
except     Mordecr.i,      Esther's      uncle. 
This  made  Haman  very  angry,  so  that 
he  persuaded     King  Ahasuerus     to 
sign  and  send  oat  a  decree  that  all 
the  Jews  should  be  destroyed  on  a 
"erliiin  day.     When  Mordecai  heard 
this  he  was  grieved,  and  sent  a  mes- 
.senger   to   Esther   asking   her   to   ap- 
peal to  the  king  in  behalf  of  her  peo- 
ple.    At  flrst  she  dared  not  appear 
before   His    Majesty    without    an    In- 
vitation, but  finally  she  sent  Morde- 
Ical  word  to  have  the  Jews  come  to- 
j  gether  and  fast  and  pray  for  three 
days,  during  which  time  she  would 
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The  Unitad  Victory  Ticket  is  in  the  field  again'  lor 
the  1929  election.  We  hope  every  one  takes  a  real  active 
part  in  the  contest  and  that  a  record  vote  will  be  run 
up.  The  candidates  on  the  Victory  Ticket  have 
been  selected  with  great  care,  taking  into  consider- 
ation the  merits  of  the  candidates,  and  the  section 
of  the  country  they  represent.  Many  prominent  amate- 
urs have  been  conferred  with  with  the  following  results, 
which  we  feel  are  to  the  best  interests  of  the  United. 
President  is  Emil  W.  Zingg  of  Vancouver,  B.  C. ;  First 
Vice  is  Richard  E.  Clasen,  and  Second  Vice  is  Margar- 
et Richards,  both  of  Chicago.  Secretary  is  Dr.  Noel 
and  treasurer  is  attorney  Erford,  both  of  Seattle;  Edit- 
or is  L.  R.  Morris  of  California;  Eastern  Manuscript 
Manager  is  Ana  Valldejuly  of  Porto  Rico  and  Western 
Marie  McChesney  of  North  Dakota;  Historian  is 
David  W.  Cade  of  New  York  and  Laureate  Recorder 
is  Catherine  Weller  of  Canada.  For  Directors  we  have 
a  good  choice  from  such  prominent  amateurs  as  Mau- 
ritzen,  Jacobs,  Pennywell,  Kirksey,  Hoisington,  Gour- 
man,  Dillion,  and  Gieselman. 

GLEANINGS  FROM  THE  FIELD 

Sports  and  Hobbies  by  T.  G.  Mauritzen  of  2540 
Dunsmuir  Ave.,  Los  Angeles,  California  is  one  of  the 
finest  all  around  hobby  magazines  in  America.  Articles 
by  many  talented  writers,  rare  prints,  large  swap  dep- 
artment. This  paper  should  be  in  the  hands  of  all  ama- 
teur writers.  Do  not  fail  to  send  for  a  sample  copy. 

The  Seattle  Amateur  Press  Club  under  the  able  lead- 
ership of  President  Gourman  and  Literary  Director 
Boan  is  doing  wonderful  work.  Regular  meetings  are 
held  twice  a  month  at  the  Y.  M.  C.  A.  and    everyone 
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For  Every  Capitalist  who  has  a  Doitai  he  did  not  work  for,  there  is  a  Slave  who   worked 
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for  it  and  Didn't  get  it. 
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The  Progress  Builder 

Publahed  MoMblr  al  ROSWEIX.  NEW  MEXICO,  in  the  loteieiU  of  the  F^imm  and  Woricas— -the  Prognsi  Buildcrt  of  Ameiiea, 

OUR  MOTTO: TO  RAISE  PROGRESS  . ONE  NOTCH   HIGHER 
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THE    ONLY    SOLUTION. 


LET  all  of  our  big  family  circle 
gather  here  in  council  of  future  action. 
We  are  now  much  in  the  shape  of  Rob- 
inson Crusoe  or  the  Pilgrims  landing  at 
Plymouth  Rock.  Many  of  us  have  been 
uprooted  from  the  soil  and  all  productive 
industry  and  now  find  ourselves,  with 
our  families,  bound  down  by  all  the 
vicious  laws  of  capitalism  around  pri- 
vate property  rights,  separated  from  a 
living  and    actuallv     starving     in    the 

St  i  '•     rnrit''!''-'r      ^"r 

bids  us  to  touch.  The  American  people 
to  the  extent  of  possibly  fifteen  millions, 
are  right  now  in  want.  We,  like  a 
huge,  giant  locomotive  of  enormous 
power,  now  lay  on  the  side-track  of 
production,  idle  and  useless  for  the 
want  of  coal  to  fire  the  huge  boiler  into 
action  and  for  the  want  of  a  capable 
engineer  to  guide  this  enormous  power 
into  productive  action. 

Now,  how  long  will  this  inertia  hold 
us  down  in  meek  submission  to  a  slow 
starvation  by  capitalistic  forces.  We 
have  everything  necessary  to  make  this 
giant  take  to  the  rails.  We  have  men 
of  strength  and  will ;  we  have  land  up- 
on which  to  grow  food,  and  resources 
from  which  to  produce  clothing  and 
shelter. 

When  the  body  is  injured  or  hurt  in 
any  way,  the  law  of  nature,  the  only 
law  we  know,  does  one  thing  always 
and  certain — that  is,  it  walls  off  the 
healthy  tissue  from  the    diseased    parts 
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and  begins  recuperative  action  from  the 
inside.  That  is  exactly  what  the  Pro- 
gress Builders  are  now  doing — produc- 
ing for  use,  independent  of  outside  in- 
fluences which  operate  for  profit  only, 
and  when  profit  ceases,  shut  down, 
throwing  the  workers  on  the  scrap  heap 
to  starve.  Where  whole  families  are 
new  either  starving  outright  or  being 
slowly  starved  by  charity.  Conditions 
will  becnnie  a  national 

'>".T        Ll  JJ  U 

of  1931  widespread  famine  as  it, 
known  in  China  and  India  will 
our   fate. 

Of  course,  in  order  to  perpetuate 
its  miserable  institutions,  Capitalism 
and  big  business  will  probably  be  forc- 
ed into  the  dole  S3'stem,  such  as  is 
now  in  force  in  Great  Britain  and 
Germany.  But  this  will  be  no  so- 
lution of  the  great  problem;  it  will 
merely  mean  the  retreat  of  Capital- 
istic society.  The  great  forces  that 
are  now  operating,  the  fact  that  cap!-' 
talism  cannot  longer  feed  the  people 
and  keep  industry  for  use  in  opera- 
tion, will  still  be  the  outstanding 
and  glaring  injustice  of  present  day 
life,  and  the  further  tact  that  the 
Soviet  Union  under  Socialist  construc- 
tion has  solved  all  of  these  questions 
and  was  no  unemployed  problem,  will 
show  us  here  that  in  order  to  com- 
pete with     this      modern,      mechanized 

Continued  to  last  Pngo. 
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Old  Fort  Dilts 

Art  A,  Larson 


|N  AUGUST,  1864,  when  the  "Fisk  Expedi- 
1  tion"  toiled  into  the  outskirts  of  the  Bad- 
li"ds  of  North  Dakota  in  southern  Slope 
County  after  many  days  on  the  trail  from  Fort 
Ridgely,  Minnesota,  Scout  Jefferson  Dilts  was 
ordered  ahead  to  locate  a  pos  ibie  route  thru 
the  wild,  scarred  region. 

The  leader.  Captain  James  L.  Fisk,  had  al- 
ready convoyed  two  other  caravans  across  Da- 
kota Territory,  the  first  in  in  1862  and  the  se- 
cond in  1?63.  Emigrants  bound  for  the  gold 
fields  of  Montana  made  up  the  expeditions  for 
the  most  part.  On  this  third  expedition  Cap- 
tain Fisk  decided  to  shorten  the  route,  passing 
thru  Fort  Rice  on  the  Missouri  and  going  up 
the  Cannon  Ball  River.  No  one  in  his  party 
were  aware  that  the  new  course  was  not  only 
rough  and  impractical,  but  also  highly  danger- 
ous because  the  Dakota  Sioux  tribes  had  been 
angered  by  recent  persecutions. 

Following  the  Minnesota  outrage  in  which 
the  Minnesota  Sioux  murdered  hundreds  of 
white  settlers.  United  States  troops  were  ord- 
ered to  pursue  and  punish  Minnesota  Sioux,  of 
whom  some  had  slipped  into  Dakota  Territory. 
As  it  was  almost  impossible  to  differentiate  be- 
tween the  Minnesota  Sioux  and  the  Dakota 
Sioux — who  were  wholly  innocent  of  the  mas- 
sacre— many  of  the  tribes  m  Dakota  were  for- 
ced to  flee  from  their  favorite  hunting  grounds 
when  they  learned  that  the  soldiers  were  pun- 
ishing all  Indians  without  distinction. 

Earlier  in  the  summer.  United  States  troops 
under  General  Alfred  H.  Sully  had  been  cam- 
paigning in  Dakota,  west  of  the  Missouri,  and 
driving  the  Sioux  back  towards  the  Badlands. 


Not  a  month  before,  Sully's  army  had  encoun- 
tered a  large  band  of  Dakota  Sioux  hunting  for 
buffalo,  and  defeated  them  twice,  once  at  the 
Battle  of  Killdeer,  and  again  at  the  Battle  of 
the  Badlands. 

So  it  was  a  band  of  Hunkpapas,  a  tribe  of 
Dakota  Sioux  who  had  been  in  the  Battle  of 
the  Badlands,  that  came  upon  Fisk's  party. 
The  wily  savages  remained  hidden  for  several 
days  waiting  their  chance  to  avenge  the  defeat 
they  had  received  a  few  weeks  before  from 
Sully's  forces. 

Unconscious  of  any  immediate  danger  the 
Fisk  Expedition  moved  steadily  into  the  Bad- 
lands. On  reaching  one  of  the  branches  of 
Deep  Creek,  as  the  banks  were  too  steep,  a 
gentle  slope  was  graded  for  the  wagons  to  de- 
scend. Due  to  the  softness  of  this  new  grade, 
the  first  wagon  to  attempt  the  crossing  turned 
over.  Another  wagon  and  a  number  of  soldiers 
were  detailed  to  help  right  it,  while  the  rest 
of  the  train  crossed  the  stream  safely  and  con- 
tinued its  course.         ^         ""O-.^s      ,»• 

When  the  wagon  t^n  wa&  ab(x^a"mile  be- 
yond the  detained  Hjdy  at  the  stceam,  the 
emigrants  were  surp Ad  t?i  hear  the  boom  of 
guns.  Turning,  theyHw  a  band  of  Mpid  Sioux 
warriors  charging  on  the  little  group  left  be- 
hind. The  Hunkpapas  had  taken  advantage  of 
the  accident.  A  quick,  sharp  battle  ensued, 
but  the  whites  were  taken  by  surprise  and 
greatly  outnumbered.  The  Sioux  killed  three 
teamsters,  six  soldiers,  and  wounded  several 
more.  They  looted  the  wagons  and  had  set  fire 
to  them  by  the  time  the  men  from  the  caravan 
(Concluded  on  Page  4) 
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G.  S.  NEWS  CHANGES  NAME 
NEW  MEMBER 

OF  STAFF 

Amateur  Friends:  I  wan( 
to  introduce  to  you  an  olc 
paper  with  a  ntw  ntme  it 
is  the  Granite  State  News 
now  The  Proof  Sheet.  ] 
shall  endeavor  to  improve 
it  from  criticisms  and  sug- 
gestions from  ycu. 

Jack  Bond  will  now  act 
as  my  associate  editor. 

E.  M.  H. 


Just  to  prove  to  you  how 
transitory  Americans  are 
in  their  interests  and  emo- 
tions, does  anybody  re- 
member anything  about 
technocracy? 


HAROLD   SEGAL 
President  cf  the  N.  A.  P.  A 

A  complete  review  of  Prez 
Segals  journalistic  career 
on  page  6. 
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What  ''Amateur"  Journalism  Is 

%  Harold  £.   Flmt^^^^- 


MATEUR  journalism  came 
into  recognition  witii  the 
birth  of  the  small  printing 
prc-s  in  the  closing  decades  of  the 
nineteenth  century.  Up  until  then 
the  art  of  printing  had  been  a  delight 
enjoyed  only  by  a  favored  few.  But  the 
advent  of  a  practical  and  clieap  print- 
ing press  brought  the  fascinating  charm 
of  type  and  ink  within  the  reach  of 
everyone.  Youths  everywhere  turned 
eagerly  to  this  new  hobby  and  set  up 
amateur  print-shops.  At  first  they  were 
content  to  turn  out  small  orders  of 
stationary,  church  programs,  and  hand- 
bills. But  no  red-blood(d  American  boy 
living  in  the  age  of  Greeley  and  Dana 
could  long  dabble  in  a  type  case  with- 
out getting  the  publishing  itch.  So  boy 
printers  became  embryo  editors  and 
amateur  journalists.  Cyrus  K.  Curtis 
was  one  of  these.  Thomas  Edison 
another. 

The  amateur  papers  and  magazines 
that  came  from  the  presses  of  these  boy 
publishers  were  of  all  sizes  and  kinds- 
just  as  are  the  amateur  publications  of 
to-day.  Some  of  the  publishers  charged 
subscription  prices  and  accepted  adver- 
tising; others  scattered  their  journalistic 
efforts  broadside,  free  to  everyone  for 
the  asking.  The  amateur  publisher  of 
the  latter  type  bore  all  expense  him- 
self; he  was  then  responsible  to  no  one 
and  could  print  what  and  when  he 
pleased.  It  is  this  desirable  con- 
dition-one        of         the  traditions 


of  iftMa^ur I  Journalism  carried 
down""  «  '  *  this  day-that  has 
earned  for  the  hobby  of  amateur 
journalism,  the  enviable  title,  "the 
only  really  free  press  is  existence." 
^j^e  of  the  early-day  amateurs  who 
were  more  adapt  with  the  composing 
stick  than  with  the  pen,  enlisted  their 
literary-minded  companions  to  make 
contributions  of  stories,  essays,  and 
poems,  to  their  little  papers.  Thus  it  is 
that  the  amateur  writer,  editor,  and  poet 
are  amateur  journalists  as  truly  as  is  the 
amateur  printer. 

If  this  is  j'our  introduction  to 
amateur  journalism,  and  if  the  pre- 
ceeding  paragraphs  have  awakened  an 
interest  in  you,  there  are,  roughly,  three 
ways  you  may  take  part  in  the  hobby. 

(1.)  If  you  wish  to  experience  the 
utmost  thrill  of  amateur  journalism  and 
at  once  attain  the  coveted  goal  of  all 
amateur  journalists,  get  a  small,  new  or 
second-hand,  printing  press  and  mess 
around  with  your  own  ideas.  This  is  self- 
expression  suprtme-to  write  and  publish 
with  your  own  hands  what  you  very 
please,  with  responsibility  to  no  one! 

(2.)  Next  to  printing  and  publish- 
ing a  paper,  just  publishing  an   amateur 

paper  is  fascinating.  If  you  can't  afford 
to  be  your  own  printer,  you  will  find 
plenty  of  fellow  amateurs  who  will 
print  your  paper  for  you  at  a  trifling 
sum  to  cover  costs. 

{Concluded  on  Page  S) 
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MATEUR    journalism   came  ^<rrr»^   of       ai^RtSB  IJMffialism     carried 
0     recognition     with     ^'lo /^^^'^  down        to        this     day-that     has 
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the  art  of  printing   had   been   a  delight  i  Some   of  the  early-day    amateurs  who 
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enjoyed  only  by  a  favored  few.  But  the 
advent  of  a  practical  and  cheap  print- 
ing press  brought  the  fascinating  charm 
of  type  and  ink  within  the  reach  of 
everyone.  Youths  everywhere  turned 
eagerly  to  this  new  hobby  and  set  up 
amateur  print-shops.  At  first  they  were 
content  to  turn  out  small  orders  of 
stationary,  church  programs,  and  hand- 
bills. But  no  red-blood(  d  American  boy 
living  in  the  age  of  Greeley  and  Dana 
could  long  dabble  in  a  type  case  with- 
out getting  the  publishing  itch.  So  boy 
printers  became  embryo  editors  and 
amateur  journalists.  Cyrus  K.  Curtis 
was  one  of  these.  Thomas  Edison 
another. 

The  amateur  papers  and  magazines 
that  came  from  the  presses  of  these  boy 
publishers  were  of  all  sizes  and  kinds- 
just  as  are  the  amateur  publications  of 
to-day.  Some  of  the  publishers  charged 
sul)scription  prices  and  accepted  adver- 
tising; others  scattered  their  journalistic 
efforts  broadside,  free  to  everyone  for 
the  asking.  The  amateur  publisher  of 
the  latter  type  bore  all  expense  him- 
self; he  was  then  responsible  to  no  one 
and  could  print  what  and  when  he 
pleased.  It  is  this  desirable  con- 
dition-one        of         the  traditions 


were  more  adapt  with  the  composing 
stick  than  with  the  pen,  enlisted  their 
literary-minded  companions  to  make 
contributions  of  stories,  essays,  and 
poems,  to  their  little  papers.  Thus  it  is 
that  the  amateur  writer,  editor,  and  poet 
are  amateur  journalists  as  trulj'  as  is  the 
amateur  printer. 

If  this  is  your  introduction  to 
amateur  journalism,  and  if  the  pro- 
ceeding paragraphs  have  awakened  an 
interest  in  you,  there  are,  roughly,  three 
waysj-oumaj-  take  part  in  the  hobby. 

(1.)  If  you  wish  to  experience  the 
utmost  thrill  of  amateur  journalism  and 
at  once  attain  the  coveted  goal  of  all 
amateur  journalists,  get  a  small,  new  or 
second-hand,  printing  press  and  mess 
around  with  your  own  ideas.  This  is  self- 
expression  suprtme-to  write  and  publish 
with  your  own  hands  what  you  very 
please,  with  responsibility  to  no  one! 

(2.)  Next  to  printing  and  publish- 
ing a  paper,  just  publishing  an  amateur 
paper  is  fascinating.  If  you  can't  afford 
to  be  j'our  own  printer,  you  will  find 
plenty  of  fellow  amateurs  who  will 
print  your  paper  for  you  at  a  trifling 
sum  to  cover  costs. 

{Concluded  on  Page  3) 
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J:2t!ItlI •^'i^^rch,  1933 JViimher  1 

A  Garden  Tragedy 

-i  True  Story  in  Three  Acts 

In  the  brown  tangle  of  the  honeysuckle  vine 

By  a  late  (rest 

Of  all  its  rich,  dark  foliage  shorn. 

Sits  cardinal. 

Complete  contentment  is  apparent  in  the  poise 
Of  lifted  crest 

.       And  bright  eyes'  glance.    His  wild,  clear  call*iJ**«l  '' 
The  morning  greets.  .,^J™*^*j, 

What  cheer!  what  cheer!    Look  here!  lookAjvaL       '    ' 
Theodore!    Theodore!     Theodore!  APR  29  1944 

II 
The  nest  is  built.   A  few  twigs  loosely  placed,  rte  ^„mm 
Displayed,  so  frail 
It  scarce  will  hold  the  spotted  eggs 
Of  greenish  blue.  -f 

Neath  sober  breast  of  patient  mate,  the  young  are  hatched, 
iMaked,  ugly.  ' 

Twi.xt  culling  worms  and  fruits  and  seeds 

He  proudly  chants; 

What  cheer!  what  cheer!   Look  here!  look  here- 

Iheodore!  Theodore!  Theodore! 

Ill 
T«ro  gray  squirrels  inhabit  nearby  trees  and  there  plot 
Gnm  tragedy.  ' 

Elegantly  clad,  yes,  but  who  wants  fur 
In  summer  time? 

Chattering,  these  villains  fall  upon  the  domicile 
Devour  the  babes,  ' 

The  guarding,  valiant  mother  slay 
Right  wantonly. 

In  helpless  grief,  the  ruined  home 

He  lingers  near. 

Moans  day  and  night,  in  plaintive  key 

Ah  me-e!     Ah  me-e!     Ah  me-pi     aitt..  „ 

.T.U  me-e: — alida  crenelle 
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WU  W/ll 
He    Do  ? 


S  E"A      OF     DEPRESSION 

A  timely  cartoon,  drawn  by  Tom  Lauer,  aged  13 

of  533  W.  Central  Ave.,  Toledo,  Ohio 

Zinc  etching  by  John  D.  Pursell,  4120  Botanical  Ave.,  St.  Louis,  Mo. 


Some  Nezv  Papers 

The  Californian  is  a  creditable  paper; 
contains  several  good  thoughts. 

Brother  MacMahon  does  very  well  on 
the  first  number  of  Impressions;  many 
newsy  items  in  it. 

The  Pen  Point  is  a  nice  little  journal 
from  Penn.  "Two  Weeks,"  a  fast-moving 
love  story,  was  interesting. 

l.adyslipper  is  a  new  name  for  Aber- 
rations, by  the  same  editress.  Excellent 
paper,  if  ii  isn't  so  big. 

The  Granite  Stale  News  is  a  nicely 
printed  paper  that  has  appeared  regularly 


since  the  first  number  last  April.  A  neat 
hand  press  product  I  like  to  see. 

Franklin's  Amateur  Symposium,  No.  i 
is  ver>"  good  for  a  starter,  but  I  wonder 
where  the  word  "Franklin's"  fits  in. 

The  Granite  State  News  changes  its 
name  to  The  Proof  Sheet  with  the  Dec. 
number.  I  think  the  old  name  was  more 
appropriate.  A  dandy  little  paper. 

-Amateur  Giggles  is  different  from  the 
usual  run  of  a.  j.  papers,  and  is  a  spicy 
addition  to  our  little  world  of  letters.  "A 
little  nonsense  now  and  then"  keeps  us 
feeling  good. 
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Q     For    Every  ^Capitalist    Who  Has  A  Dollar  He  Did  Not  Work  For  There     Is  A 
t  Slave   Who   Worked  For    It  And   Didn't  Get   It. 

*  ^  aF  r 

v;     CM 

Piibli^ed  Monthly  at  ROSWELL,  NEW  MEXICO   In  the  interest  of  the  Farmers  and  Workers-Progress  Builder?  of  America 
OUR  MOTTO: O   RAISE  PROGRESS    ONE  NOTCH  HIGHER 
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Entered  as  Second  Clas.  mail  matter  August  9,  1926  at  the  Post  Office.  Roswell,  N.  M   unuer  March  2,  1879 


Victorious    Socialist 
Construction 

Defend    Soviet   Union 

Witli  vast  industries  no-w  com- 
pleted under  tlie  first  i-ive-year  plan, 
the     Workers'    Fatkerland    novir    is 
"entering  tke  secoiid  tive   peru  o.      1  ne 
Daily  Moscow  News  is   now     being 
putlished  for  English     speaking    peo- 
ples; and  so  give  tke  ne-ws   or    Soviet 
Construction  to  aw^orld  suffering  un- 
der tke  contradictions  of  Capitalism. 
Tke  Soviets  are  also  now  puklisking 
an  excellent  magazine  -vvitk  full  tone 
illustracions  oacli   nioiuii    callwd     "The  USSR 
under  ConstruntiDn".  Thew  periodicals  now  give 
u»  a  vivid  picture,  of  lifi-  as  it,  is  licing  lived  under 
the  greatest  experiment  in  iiil   history.  Presnott's 
Histor.v  of  "The  Conquest  of  Pern"  gave  r,  history 
of  a  whole  people  living   and    being    uplifted    in 
olden  times  hy  State  owned  indtistry  but  we  now 
have  the  glowing  pielure  of  ii  modern  nation,  the 
greatest  nation    in    the    civilized    world    leimdly 
being  mechanized  »nd  uplifted  hy  modern  eullure 
here  befori^  our  eyes  nnd  at  rt  timt^  when  Ciipitalist 
Society  has  utterly  failed  us  and  has  plaeeil  sixty 
to  one  hundred  million  of  Anierie;ins  on  the  scrap 
heap  of  unemployment  and  hung.-r  and    despera- 
tion,   being  led  in  miserable  soup  kitchens,    .and 
retrograding  to  a  point  wlnreit  is  advocated  that 
we  must  forget  our  machines  and  go  back  to  six- 
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Tke  Outlook 


Thi-  iieh  will  sink  to  poverty, 

The  poor  become  the  rich. 
Tie-  devil  is  at  the  wheel. 

And  he's  headmg  for  the  ditch, 
The  millionaires  iind  preachers, 

And  all  the  other  hunk, 

Wall  fin<i  ikmr*^ . 

.\  pde  of  useless  junli. 

The  weak  will  be  the  mighty 

And  till'  mighty  over  the  weak, 
For  our     res.-iit  civi  izatlon 

Has  reacheil  its  highest  peak. 
I  see  :i  llirealeiiing  signal. 

And  hear  a  distant  rumble. 
Soon  everything  we  see  around, 

Will  take  an  awfjil  tumble. 

Our  money,  gold  and  dia-nonds. 

Which  satisfy  our  lust, 
Will  loose  their  power  and  value, 

And  be  worthless  as  the  dust. 
The  profiteers  will  crumble. 

And  honest  manhood  stand. 
And  those  who  will  survive. 

Are  the  Savior's  chosen   band. 

Riciiard  A,  Fox, 

iJawbon,   Y.  T. 
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teenth  century  hand  labor  and  drudgery  in  ordtr 
to  give  any  portion  of  u>  a  job.  Today  as  we 
pass<il  wr  noted  several  hundred  of  ourneighbors 
down  in  a  ditch,  shoveling    [Continued  on  page  4 
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e  Proof  Sheet 


"From  Coast  to  Coast" 


By  Jack  Bond  ■     -      -sJWP 

/^RIME,  in    its    various  "flSgrieB^MM 
\^  atrocity,  is  nothing  new  in  the  Uh™ 

ted  States.  Our  criminal  recorcL 
dunng  the  last  decade  is  a  ghastly  SS 
including  everything  from  the  Chk3 
g-g  murders  to  the  Lindbergh  kidnap 

The  $427,000  Brooklyn  holdup,    aside 
from  being  one  of  the  most  spec  acSar 

rsle7.*^"''°?^"«^  evercommitfed! 
IS  one  of  those  things  that  makes  a  man 
sit  down  and  wonder  nervously  just 
where  we   are  heading.  Things   of  £ 

SffuTof^^'P^^"-  «  society  If;     . 
too  full  of  energy  to  be  entirely  law  abid-   " 
ing.  or  m  a  society  where  the  processes 
of  government  are  in  decay.  They  don't 
happen  where  the  social  equmbrium  is 

Now  according  to  our  record  it  would 

ho,r'''-  I'l^f"''*  *^^*  *^'«  Brooklyn 
Unfted  it  .'  ^^*^«^^«d-«tion  that  the 
United  States  is  in  the  second  classifica- 
tion. It  IS  easy  to  feel  that  the  nation  is 
simply  going  to  pieces  on  us. 

(Continued  on  Page  Four) 
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-FROM  COAST  TO  fOAST" 


DECEMBER  1934  ^Q-  ^° 

THE  PROOF  SHEET  ; 

wishes  you,  kind  reader,  the     ^  y^,,^  .■- 

Merriest  of  Christmases  ever,     imhjh^ 
We  appreciate  the  nice  things  ^«f  •iJg^ftr  ' 
you  have  said  about  our  little,  .jp  «j>^  t/j^, 
paper,  and  we  expect  to  do  our       •     ' 
part  in  bringing  you- 

•4    A  HAPPY  1935    >      "        ■"''' 

A     THE     ROAD     >•• 
There  is  no  sun-lite  path,-  no  rose-strewn  way. 
Atop  the  mount  there  gleams  a  beacon  light; 
A  rugged  trail  with  mighty  caverns  may 
Endanger  weary  feet  that  go  by  night. 

-Albert  Chapin 

As  this  issue  was  going  to  pr«ss,  I  learned  that  John 
Pursell  has  resigned  as  Mailing  Bureau  Manager.   Bab- 
cock  accepted  the  resignation  with  regret  and  will  now 
fill  the  office  himself.  Send  all  papers  directly  to  him. 
Ralph  Babcock,  Jr  58  Maple  Drive  Great  Neck,  N.  Y. 
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The  Preceptor 

Devoted  to  the  cause  of  helpless,  gp^fg^ymanity 


?t'  ■-;;', v;> 


Vol  I  JANUARY,  1934  '  No.  1 

The  EditoA^B^M^ 

YES,  my  mountaineer  firiends,  I  am  a  ,■, 
dreamer.  A  wise,  old  king*  once  ;  j 
said,  "This  too  shall  come  to  pass,"  ;;/'i 
so  my  dreams  have  experienced  a  timely  fi.  ,i 
death.  There  is  nothing  left  other  than  .:_.M 
the  colorful  memories  of  their  coming 
and  going. 

I  have  other  dreams  now — beautiful 
dreams  of  hope,  and  love,  and  friendship, 
and  all  the  other  worth-while  things  m 
life.  These  dreams  are  what  make  me  an 
ordinary  mortal.  The  day  that  I  cease  to 
aspire  to  something  higher,  and  more 
noble,  that  day  I  die.  All  intelligent  hu- 
man beings  have  these  ideas,  thoughts, 
and  ambitions — dreams. 

Today,  I  sit  down  before  my  wobbly 
Underwood  to  type  out  my  message  to 
the  world.  It  is  the  first  to  be  printed  m 
a  publication  of  my  own.  Yes,  for  a  long 
time  Tlie  Preceptor  has  been  only  a  dream 
— the  dream  of  a  mountain  lad. 

Dreaming,  I  raise  my  eyes  to  the  little 
hill  here  in  Letcher  County  to  see  a  brick 
edifice  called  the  Fleming  High  School. 
Within  its  walls  is  preserved  the  art  and 
literature  of  a  people— the  corn-husking, 
clod-hopping  hill  billy.  There's  where  the 
editor  of  this  little  pubUcation  exposed 
himself  for  two  years  of  studious  toil. 
Whether  or  not  the  feeble  efforts  of  the 
faculty  were  in  vain  can  only  be  left  for 


Editorially  Speaking      m 

™CEPTOR  was  met  with  con- 
siderable comment.  Words  of  Pn 
couragement  from  feUow  amateurs  h^ve 

"ve'r^aTtn^  *°  °^^-  \'^  the  dutyTf 
to  offpr",  ;i?  f^'^o'^fge  Ws  brothers  and 
to  offer  useful,  constructive  criticism 

.    Uutside  activities  do  not  allow  mp  tn 
increase  the  size  of  this  paper  now    In 
the  near  future  I  expect  to  issue   a   biR 
ger  and  better  publication  ^ 

Keffi?  ^iS' n^l^^""^  "r^^^'  Martin  B. 
n^f'   T?""   ^-  Adams,   Ray  H    Zom 
Gladys  Lloyd,  Kathleen  M.  Hempel  and 

KfforlhP  rr°*.  ^-g-gedTn^a  ^g 
;^l+u-  ^t'  ^^"'^y  of  poetry.  I'm  learn- 
ingthings  about  poetry  that  Inever  heard 
of  before.  It  is  remarkable  what  good 
poetry  some  of  these  are  able  to  wr^te 
I  never  knew  before  that  poetry  wm  so 
interesting  and  involved. 

I  know  that  some  of  my  oninionq  Ho 
^°^  conform  with  those  "LfTouro^" 
Some  of  you  will  find  this  true  by  re^' 
'"L^.f'i"^"'J"^""^«°*«i°  th^  issue  " 
send  fnrfh%t.^°^?^*^^  ¥  't«  contents  I 
TOR  «^f  Wi^^'u  '^^"t  °f  ™E  PRECEP- 
1  OR  with  the  hope  that  it  will  be  kindlv 
received,  and  that  my  thoughts  and 
opinions  migh  be  of  some  vZe  to  my 
fellow  members  of  the  UAPA. 
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Take  my  Chriatmas  present, 
It's  one  that  can't  be  sold, 
Nor  is  it  wrapped  so  gay 
And  tied  with  ribbons  gold. 
The  best  gift  I  can  give- 
One  that's  beyond  compare- 
Is  one  men  find  priceless. 
And  one  that  all  can  share. 

Take  my  Christmas  present- 
Best  wishes  from  my  heart, 
For  perfect  happiness 
When  we  are  far  apart. 
And  may  we  always  share 
The  best  that  life  can  give, 
And  may  we  always  love. 
For  love  will  always  live. 
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Our  Bird  Neighbors 

I  OME  houses  are  peculiarly  shaped  — 
among  them  is  ours.  Looking  south 
out  of  our  bedroom  door,  looking  west 
through  our  kitchen  window,  and  looking 
north  from  my  press-room  door,  we  see  a 
plum  tree,  which  tree  has  been  standmg 
in  that  identical  place  for  some  twenty 
years,  and  has  never  borne  a  plum,  but 
has  been  allowed  to  remain  there  for  the 
cool  shade  from 

it  on  our  kitchen 

window  in  the  hot 

afternoons.  This 

tree  is  just  about 

twenty  feet  from 

our  bed,  within 

twelve  feet  of  our 

dining  table,  and 

not  over  ten  feet 

from  the  press  on 

which  this  paper 
is  printed,  but  in 


spite  of  all  the  daily  stir  of  ourselves  and 
four  noisv  youngsters,  a  pair  of  devoted 
robins  have  made  their  nest  in  our  plum 
shade-tree,  and   hatched   their  brood   of 
five  young  robins— and  a  real  nestful,  too. 
Our  youngsters  were  duly  admonished, at 
the  tirst  sign  of  nest  building,  to  stay 
awav  from  that  tree.  As  the  dally  brood- 
ing and  feeding  of  the  young  robins  has 
progressed,  we  have  all  been  very  much 
entertained  in  watching  the  constant  de- 
votion of  the  parent  robins  in  their  labor 
of  love.  At  this  date.  May  20th,  the  last 
of  the  young  robins  has  left  the  home 
nest,  to  battle  for  existence,  in  a  world  of 
bugs  and  worms,  which  would  become  a 
frightful  and  serious  menace  to  mankind, 
had  we  no  industrious  little  feathered 
friends  to  help  us  combat  the  numerous 


pests  that  work  such^'oc  to  all  kinds 
of  trees  and  other  vegSikion. 

Back  of  our  barn,  in  a  small  cedar  tree 
only  about  six  feet  high,  a  pair  of  lively 
chipping  sparrows  have  their  grassy  nest 
lined  with   horse  hair,  where  they  have 
hatched  theirbrood.  When  we  are  working 
in  the  garden  nearby,  one  of  the  parent 
sparrows  will  perch  itself  on  the  fence  and 
keep  saying  "  chip,  chip,"  all   the  while 
watching  us  like 
ahawk,toseethat 
nothing   happens 
to  the  nest  they 
have  so  patiently 
constructed, or  to 
the   precious    in- 
habitants of  it. 

Before   this  is 
printed  (my  press 
days  are  so  irreg- 
ular) both  broods 
will  be  gone  from 
the  home  nests,  to  take  their  parts  in  the 
great  scheme  of  wonderful  Nature,  and  to 
repeat  the  mysterious  process  of  life  and 
death,  as  all  creation  before  them. 


♦^^  j^^  ^^  ^H^  ^^  ^1^ 

OUR  BUSY  SEASON 


One-Horse  Farming  in  Ohio 


John  Burroughs  said  "At  times  1  have 
very  serious  misgivings  about  the  outcome 
of  the  world  war.  I  fear  we  are  reaping 
what  we  have  sown,  and  that  we  have 
sown  the  wind  to  reap  the  whirlwind." 

And  he  goes  on  to  tell  very  truthfully 
how  all  nations  and  peoples  have  been 
worshipers  of  material  things,  to  the  gen- 
eral exclusion  of  the  finer  things  of  a  life 
of  peace  and  honest  useful  labor. 

I  am  finding  great  enjoyment  now  m 
httle  snatches  of  spare  time  reading  "The 
Complete  Nature  Writings  "  of  John  Bur- 
roughs, i  n   nine  handy  sized   and   neatly 
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Our  Bird  Neighbors 

i^  OME  houses  are  peculiarly  shaped  — 
•-  among  them  is  ours.  Looking  soulh 
out  of  our  bedroom  door,  looking  west 
through  our  kitchen  window,  and  looking 
north  from  my  press-room  door,  we  see  a 
plum  tree,  which  tree  has  been  standing 
in  that  identical  place  for  some  twenty 
years,  and  has  never  borne  a  plum,  but 
has  been  allowed  to  remain  there  for  the 
cool  shade  from 
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it  on  our  kitchen 
window  in  the  hot 
afternoons.  This 
tree  is  just  about 
twenty  feet  from 
our  bed,  within 
twelve  feet  of  our 
dining  table,  and 
not  over  ten  feet 
from  the  press  on 
which  this  paper 
is  printed,  but  in 

spite  of  all  the  daily  stir  of  ourselves  and 
four  noisy  youngsters,  a  pair  of  devoted 
robins  have  made  their  nest  in  our  plum 
shade-tree,  and  hatched  their  brood  of 
five  young  robins  —  and  a  real  ncstful,  too. 
Our  youngsters  were  duly  admonished, at 
the  first  sign  of  nest  building,  to  stay 
away  from  that  tree.  As  the  daily  brood- 
ing and  feeding  of  the  young  robins  has 
progressed,  we  have  all  been  very  much 
entertained  in  watching  the  constant  de- 
votion of  the  parent  robins  in  their  labor 
of  love.  .At  this  date,  May  20th,  the  last 
of  the  young  robins  has  left  the  home 
nest,  to  battle  for  existence,  in  a  world  of 
bugs  and  worms,  which  would  become  a 
frightful  and  serious  menace  to  mankind, 
had  we  no  industrious  little  feathered 
friends  to  help  us  combat  the  numerous 


pests  that  work  such  havoc  to  all  kinds 
of  trees  and  other  vegetation. 

Back  of  our  barn,  in  a  small  cedar  tree 
only  about  six  feet  high,  a  pair  of  lively 
chipping  sparrows  have  their  grassy  nest 
lined  with    horse   hair,  where  they  have 
hatched  theirbrood.  When  we  a  re  working 
in  the  garden  nearby,  one  of  the  parent 
sparrows  will  perch  itself  on  the  fence  and 
keep  saying  "  chip,  chip,"  all   the  while 
watching  us  like 
||g4»  J^ip^  "411*^       *  hawk.to  see  that 
''»  LiSlnlf  ^nothing  happens 
OUR   BUSY  SEASOji|P*''K«l     ^  the  nest  they 
""  '".  JMOiPhave  so  patiently 
j»japnstructed,or  to 
ij^^e   precious    in- 
habitants of  it. 


One-Horse  Farming  in  Ohio 


i--j-  «--^.  ;^-». 


Before  this  is 
printed  (my  press 
days  are  so  irreg- 
ular) both  broods 
will  be  gone  from 
the  home  nests,  to  take  their  parts  in  the 
great  scheme  of  wonderful  Nature,  and  to 
repeat  the  mysterious  process  of  life  and 
death,  as  all  creation  before  them. 


John  Burroughs  said  ".At  times  I  have 
very  serious  misgivings  about  the  outcome 
of  the  world  war.  I  fear  we  are  reaping 
what  we  have  sown,  and  that  we  have 
sown  the  wind  to  reap  the  whirlwind." 

And  he  goes  on  to  tell  very  truthfully 
how  all  nations  and  peoples  have  been 
worshipers  of  material  things,  to  the  gen- 
eral exclusion  of  the  finer  things  of  a  life 
of  peace  and  honest  useful  labor. 

I  am  finding  great  enjoyment  now  in 
little  snatches  of  spare  time  reading  "  The 
Complete  Nature  Writings  "  of  John  Bur- 
roughs, in   nine   handy  sized  and  neatly 
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By  Floyd  V.  Steutel,  Ph.D. 

WHERE  did  Christianity  get  its 
Christmas  from?  The  four  Gospels 
and  later  additions  do  not  tell  of  any  of 
Jesus'  birthdays  being  celebrated,  after 
the  first  one.  And  why  was  December  25 
adopted,  when  Jesus  had  so  little  ambition 
to  have  his  birth-date  honored,  that  he  did 
not  inform  his  disciples  of  its  day,  month, 
or  year.'  Chrysostum  (Monitum  in  Hom. 
de  Natal.  Christi,  Vol.  2,  p.  352),  writing 
in  Antioch  about  A.  D.  380,  says:  "It  is 
not  yet  ten  years  since  this  day  was  made 
known  to  us." 

Joseph Mede  (Mede's  Works,  Discourse 
48),  reasons:  "At  the  birth  of  Christ  every 
woman  and  child  was  to  go  to  be  taxt  at 
the  city  whereto  they  belonged,  whither 
some  had  long  journeys;  but  the  middle 
of  winter  was  not  fit  for  such  a  business, 
especially  for  women  with  child,  and  child- 
ren to  travel  in.  Therefore,  Christ  could 
not  be  born  in  the  depth  of  winter,  .^gain, 
at  the  time  of  Christ's  birth,  the  shepherds 
lay  abroad  watching  with  their  flocks  in 
the  night  time;  but  this  was  not  likely  to 
be  in  themiddleof  winter.  And  if  any  shall 
think  the  winter  wind  was  not  so  extreme 
in  these  parts,  let  him  remember  the  words 
of  Christ  in  the  gospel:  '  Pray  that  your 
flight  be  not  in  the  winter.'  If  the  winter 
was  so  bad  a  time  to  flee  in,  it  seems  no 
fit  time  for  shepherds  to  lie  in  the  fields 
in,  and  women  and  children  to  travel  in." 
Dr.  Alexander  Hislop  (The  Two  Baby- 
Ions,  p.  93),  says:  "  Long  before  thefourth 
century,  and  long  before  the  Christian  era 
itself,  a  festival  was  celebrated  among  the 
heathen,  at  that  precise  time  of  the  year 
(Dec.  25),  in  honor  of  the  birth  of  the  son 
of  the  Babylonian  queen  of  heaven;  and 
it  may  fairly  be  presumed  that,  in  order  to 
conciHate  the  heathen,  and  to  swell  the 
number  of  the  nominal  adherents  of  Christ- 
ianity, the  same  festival  was  adopted  by 


the  Roman  church,  giving  it  only  the  name 
of  Christ.  This  tendeaiy  on  the  part  of 
Christians  to  meet  Paganism  half  way 
was  very  early  developt;  and  we  find  Ter- 
tullian  (De  Idolatria,  vol.  i,  c.  14,  p.  682), 
even  in  his  day,  about  the  year  230,  bit- 
terly lamenting  the  inconsistency  of  the 
disciples  of  Christ  in  this  respect,  and  con- 
trasting it  with  the  strict  fidelity  of  the 
Pagans  to  their  own  superstition. '  By  us,' 
says  he,  'who  are  strangers  to  Sabbaths 
(he  is  speaking  of  the  Jewish  Sabbaths), 
and  new  moons,  and  festivals,  once  accept- 
able to  God,  the  Saturnalia,  the  feasts  of 
January,  the  Brumalia,  the  Matronalia, 
are  now  frequented;  gifts  are  carried  to 
and  fro,  new  year's  presents  are  made  with 
din,  and  sports  and  banquets  are  celebrat- 
ed with  uproar;  oh,  how  much  more  faith- 
ful are  the  heathen  to  their  religion,  who 
take  special  care  to  adopt  no  solemnity 
from  the  Christians.'  Upright  men  strove 
to  stem  the  tide,  but  in  spite  of  all  their 
efforts,  the  apostacy  went  on,  till  the 
Church,  with  the  exception  of  a  small 
remnant,  was  submerged  under  Pagan 
superstition." 

"Yule"  is  Chaldee  for  "infant"  or 
"little  child."  December  25  was  celebrat- 
ed by  our  Pagan  Anglo-Saxon  ancestors 
as  "Yule  day,"  or  the  "Child's  day;" 
and  the  night  preceding  it  as  "Mother- 
night." 

December  25  has  long  been  considered 
to  have  a  mere  astronomical  character, 
referring  simply  to  the  completion  of  the 
sun's  yearly  course,  and  the  commence- 
ment of  a  new  cycle.  Hislop  says:  "There 
is  indubitable  evidence  that  (it)  had  a 
much  higher  reference  than  this  —  that  it 
commemorated  not  merely  the  figurative 
birthday  of  the  sun  in  the  renewal  of  its 
course,  but  the  birthday  of  the  grand  De- 
liverer. Among  the  Sabeans  of  Arabia, 
who  regarded  the  moon,  and  not  the  sun, 
as  the  visible  symbol  of  the  favorite  ob- 
[to  pace  four] 
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THE  SPIRIT  OF  Q4.YING 

BY  J.  DAVID  ADtoS'*'-  ^ 

The  greatest  joy  is  that  s^^^^^vhig. 
That  is  the  way  to  loom  largM^MWig. 
'Tis  a  fond,  fair  feeling  made  mighty  intense, 
This  secret  of  sharing  the  spice  of  suspense. 
That  serves  as  a  shield,  a  surcease  of  sorrow. 
He  who  gets  joy  in  passing  the  pleasures  of  pelf, 
In  giving  to  others,  hides  it  not  from  himself. 

Let  us  not  deal  the  dash  of  disappointment 
To  a  child's  cheer,  but  pour  in  the  ointment 
Of  love  that  heals  and  hides  in  its  kindness 
The  wrongs  he  has  reaped  from  men  in  their 

blindness. 
Better  for  you  to  have  been  born  of  the  trees 
Than  it  is  to  offend  one  of  the  least  of  these. 
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A  Timely  Death 


In  Washington,  in  thirty-three, 
Our  President  made  a  decree, 
And  o'er  the  land  frankly  stated 
That  all  prices  be  elevated. 

So  codes  were  written  by  the  score, 
An  "eagle"  placed  in  every  store, 
While  prices  everywhere  soared  high 
And  the  poor  could  merely  pa^s  by. 

Like  robbing  Peter  to  pay  Paul, 
To  satisfy  some  rich  men's  gall, 
But  it  did  not  stand  the  weather. 
And  withered  grew  each  blue  feather. 

This  even  without  great  power 
Or  people  to  make  it  cower. 
Thus  falling  short  of  making  good, 
Just  as  the  Bible  said  it  would. 
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CASTLE 

Carl  B.  Ues 


I  sometimes  build  my  castles 

Beside  a  starlit  sea, 
While  moonbeam  shadows  flicker 

Fantastic  forms  at  me. 


; 


Sometimes  I  build  my  castles  upon  the  shallow  sand, 

So  many  spots  I  build  them,  I  hardly  understand  •  , 

Why  all  of  them  should  perish,  should  vanish  or  decay >        ' 
1  wonder  if  your  castles  act  in  this  very  way ! 

■ : 
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THE     59th     ANMUAL    CONVENTIN    OF     THK 

NATIONAL   AMATEUR   PRESS   ASSOCJATIOM 

AS  SEEN    BY   US  AT   CHCAGO 

Me  an'  the  4th  Mug  we  got  there  by   diffnant  ways 
becu»     we  dont  live  the  same  place.  We  wuz  awful 
tired,  but  wie  got  thet  purty  roan  in  the  white  mit- 
tuns  to  show  us  where  they  wuz   mcetinf.He  sure 
was  a  perUte  feller  but  he    musta  bin    one  a'   them 
Murs  er  somthin'   becuz  he    wuz    awfiil   dark    like. 
Me  an  the  4th  mug  we  slid  inta    a  back   sea*    jest 
in  time   ta  heer  'bout  having  a  pitcher  took   an  say 
we     sure     looked     aroun'     thyen     but    they   didn  t 
want  us    1  gess.becuz  some   little  thin  guy  kep  yeU- 
in  fer  some  female  by  the  name    o*    Martin.-  Seem.s 
like  he  diden  want  his    pitctoer    took    without    her. 
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GOOD  BYE   SKUNKS 

By  HARVEY  LANCE  APR  IsS'ia^ 


A  LARGE  Eastern  Sportsmen's 
club  has  again  proposed  to  the 
Board  of  Game  Commissioners 
that  protection  be  taken  off  the 
skunk,  as  this  animal  they  claim 
is  a  menace  to  birds  and  other  wild 
life.  The  club  mentioned  is  located 
in  one  of  the  richest  eastern  count- 
ies and  its  members  care  nothing 
for  the  pelt  value  of  this  animal. 
They  do  not  realize  that  many 
hundreds  of  men  and  boys  through 
out  the  state  depend  upon  this  and 
other  fur  bearing  animals  for  their 
living  throughout  the  winter 
months. 

This  club  is  made  up  of  the 
wealthy  class  of  hunters  and  they 
will  spend  many  dollars  in  order  to 
have  their  own  selfish  desires  car- 
ried out.  They  would  like  to  see  the 
pheasant  and  rabbits  become  so 
plentiful  that  they  could  go  out 
each  day  and  kill  the  limit  without 
wasting  one  ounce  of  their  precious 
energy.  This  of  course  is  my  own 
interpretation.  I  came  to  this  con- 
clusion only  after  seeing  a  picture 
in  a  Sunday  newspaper  that  show- 
ed a  wealthy  society  lady  who  had 
killed  a  total  of  200  ducks  with  her 
own  gun.  The  article  concerning 
this  kill  went  on  to  say  that  the 
lady  was  now  busfly  engaged  in  dis- 
tributing the  rewards  of  her  prow- 
ess among  her  friends.  I  wonder 
now  if  this  can  be  classed  as  true 
sportsmanship.  Not  at  all.  That's 
the  true  work  of  a  game  hog. 

If  the  trappers  of  Pennsylvania 
continue  to  allow  the  rich  class  of 
hunter  to  make  our  laws  it  will  only 
be  a  short  time  until  we'll  be  out- 
lawed in  this  state.    The  following 


will  show  you  why. 

The  organized  fox  hunters  .^re 
opposed  to  setting  traps  for  fox  and 
the  organized  coon  hunters  are  op- 
posed to  setting  traps  for  coon. 
Some  sportsmen  groups  objected  to 
the  open  season  last  year  on 
beaver.  They  suggested  that  the 
state  hire  trappers  to  trap  the  sur- 
plus beaver  when  they  again  be- 
came too  plentiful,  an  awful  funny 
suggestion.  Seems  to  be  a  nigger 
in  the  wood  pile!  Who  suggested 
this  and  for  who's  benefit?  I'll 
wager  the  trapper  living  where 
beaver  are  found  would  not  be  a- 
mong  those  hired  by  the  state.  No 
that  would  be  another  pink  tea  for 
the  men  in  the  money. 

If  we  Pennsylvania  trappers 
don't  wake  up  and  oppose  these  or- 
ganizations it  will  be  but  a  short 
time  until  trapping  will  be  out- 
lawed in  this  state,  and  conditions 
will  exist  as  those  existed  in  the 
state  of  Massachusetts. 

My  advice  to  some  of  these 
wealthy  sportsmen  is  to  read  the 
article  concerning  the  grand  ex- 
periment tried  by  the  state  of  Mass- 
achusetts, that  was  published  in 
the  December  issue  of  The  Penn- 
sylvania Trapper.  And  while  do- 
ing so  give  it  plenty  of  time  to 
soak  in,  then  use  their  judgment 
as  to  whether  the  protection  should 
be  taken  fi*om  the  skunk,  as  to 
whether  the  trapping  of  fox  should 
be  prohibited,  as  to  whether  the 
trapping  of  coon  should  be  stopped. 
And  in  fact  as  to  whether  the  trap- 
per should  become  extinct  in  the 
largest  game  producing  state  in 
the  Union — Pennsylvania. 
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Prairie  du  Sac,  Wis.'*'  "P 

^^29194/ 

DEVIL'S  LAKE  STATE  PARK 

With  the  damming  of  the  great 
Wisconsin  river  by  the  great  north- 
eastern glacier  a  lake  was  created  in 
a  portion  of  the  Baraboo  Bluff  range 
in  the  northern  half  of  Sauk  county. 
During  the  time  it  was  formed,  that 
is  35,000  to  80,000  years  ago,  it  was 
much  higher  than  now,  especially  the 
last  few  years  when  the  lake  fell  to  a 
low  level.  It  is  evident  to  geologists 
that  the  Devil's  Lake  region  repre- 
sent an  older  page  of  nature  than 
has  been  revealed  by  the  Rocky  or  the 
Himalaya  mountains. 

Here  are  some  dimensions  and  facts 
about  Devil's  Lake: 

Situated  about  three  miles  south  of 
Baroboo. 

It  lies  120  feet  above  the  river. 

Its  bluffs  average  between  500  and 
610  feet  high. 

Its  greatest  length  is  li  miles  and 
the  average  width  is  about  two-fifths 
of  a  mile. 

The  greatest  depth  is  43  feet  but 
the  average  is  30  feet. 

Its  circumference  is  3^  miles. 

Height  above  sea  level  is  955 — 959 
feet  according  to  the  water  level. 

At  the  north  end  it  is  quite  com- 
mercialized and  here  is  where  most  of 
the  campers  are. 

At  the  south  end  is  where  the  cot- 
tages are.  Some  of  the  prettiest  are  on 
the  western  side.  This  side  is  very 
quiet  compared  with  the  other  sides. 

Some  of  the  special  features  of  the 
east  bluff  are  the  Devil's  Doorway 
and  Elephant  Rock.    The  Doorway  is 


January  15,  1935 


A  PEDESTRIAN'S  CODE 


1.  I  will  remember  that  this  is  the 
motor  age. 

2.  Before  stepping  off  the  side- 
walk I  will  take  in  all  elements  of  the 
situation  involving  my  walk  over  the 
intersection. 

3.  I  will  be  guided  by  the  traffic 
light  regulations  just  as  the  car  driver 
is. 

4.  I  will  do  my  street  crossing  at 
intersections  only. 

5.  I  will  keep  a  sharp  eye  in  all 
directions   while   crossing. 

6.  I  will  urge  all  children  to  keep 
off  the  motor  lanes. 

7.  On  highways  I  will  walk  on  the 
left  edge  of  the  road  and  will  not 
interfere  with  auto  traffic. 

8.  I  will   not  step   out  suddenly 
from  behind  a  car,   or  other  object 
that  obstructs  the  driver's  view,  into 
the  path  of  the  traffic. 

9.  Instead  of  running  across  an 
intersection  I  will  wait  until  it  is  safe 
to  walk  across. 

10.  I  will  remember  that  cars 
moving  backward  even  a  few  feet  are 
the  cause  of  frequent  accidents  to 
the  pedestrian.  —  Wisconsin  State 
Board  of  Health  Bulletin. 


400  feet  above  the  lake.  The  boulders 
composing  the  Doorway  stand  about 
40  feet  high. 

Eagle  rock  about  the  center  of  the 
western  cliff  is  the  highest  point 
around  the  lake. 

Continued  on  page  three 
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WINTER  CAME 

While  in  my  garden  Winter,  sprite, 
Unwrapped  her  ermines,  gleaming  white. 

And  softly  stole  away. 
When  I  awoke  this  morning  late, 
I  found  them  there  within  the  gate. 

But  saw  her  not  today. 

Awaiting  her  again  tonight,  ^^^BKfc* 

List'ning  for  her  tread  so  soft  and  light),  ^^1?*' 

To  lake  her  robes  away—  '^OfP 

Alas!  She,  reentering  not         'Un   9  Ck  IftM 
To  cliam  her  robes  of  ermine  lot,       ^  if  <iMff 

Has  fled  from  me  today.  '  *" 

by-Sally  EKins  and  Kenneth  L,,  Hilla. 
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TO  WILL  ROGElljiigJip 
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By  £.  Je&n  P&lmer 


The  erudite  have  not  the  powa 
To  paint  the  beauty  of  his  soul 

For  learned  words  can  only  mask 
The  Truth.  So  simple  waa  bis  role 

That  only  simple  words  must  etch 
Id  black  and  white— traits  that  won  his  goal. 

True  hiend  was  he,  to  all  man-kind ; 

Peon  or  King— it  mattered  not— 
His  droit  wit,  in  homes  of  wealth. 

And  yams  be  spun  in  miner's  cot 
Were  barbs  of  wisdom,  gaily  wrapped; 

Causing  mirth,  and  then— deep  thought. 

*Twas  his  way  of  sharing  wisdom; 

His  way  to  advise— and  warn; 
His  way  to  deflate  our  ego. 

And  bend  the  finger  of  scorn. 
Let's  not  forget  this  native  son; 

Nor  be  ashamed— to  mourn. 
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TO  WILL  ROGERS 

By  E.  Jean  Palmer 

The  erudite  have  not  the  power 
To  paint  the  beauty  of  his  soul; 

For  learned  words  can  only  maak 
The  Truth.  So  simple  was  his  role 

That  only  simple  words  must  etch 
In  black  and  white-traita  that  won  bis  coal. 

True  friend  was  he,  to  all  man-kind; 

Peon  or  King— it  mattered  not— 
His  droll  wit,  in  homes  of  wealth, 

And  yarns  he  spun  in  miner's  cot 
Were  barbs  of  wisdom,  gaily  wrapped; 

Causing  mirth,  and  then— deep  thought. 

'Twas  his  way  of  sharing  wiadom; 

His  way  to  advise— and  warn; 
His  way  to  deflate  our  ego. 

And  bend  the  finger  of  scorn. 
Let's  not  forget  this  native  son; 

Nor  be  ashamed— to  mourn. 


e 


The  Pied  Case 


Volume  1  ^"Pe.  193B 


The  Printing  Press^   '^ 

1  am  the  Printing  Press,  born  of  mother  earth.  My  hea^ 
ofTteel,  my  limbs  of  iron,  and  my  fingers  are  of  brass 
sLrth;  songs  of  the  ^orld.  the  oratories  of  history    the 
symphonies  of  all  time.    I  am  the  voice  of  tod^y.  ^^^^^^^^^ 
oTTomorrow.    I  weave  the  warp  of  the  past  mto  the  woof  of 
the  future.    I  tell  the  stories  of  peace  and  war  alike.   I  make 
tte  huma..  heart  beat  with  passion  and  tende«ie«-J     tir 
the  pulTe  of  nations  and  make  men  do  braver  deeds  and  sol- 
i^ers  d  e     I  inspire  the  midnight  toiler,  weary  at  his  loom 
to  l5ft  h  s  head  again  and  gaze  with  fearlessness  into  the 
vast  be"seekin^  the  consolation  of  a  hope  eternal.  When 
I  speak  a  million  people  listen  to  my  voice.  The  Saxon   the 
LTn  the  celt,  the^Hun,  the  Slav,  the  Hindu,  all  comp-hen. 
77    T  r-rv  the  ioys  and  sorrows  every  hour.    I  fill  the  dui 
?a  d's  mSd  StJthoughts  uplifting.  I  am  Light,  l^nowieage 
Power     I  epitomize  the  conquests  of  n"«d<>ver  matter. 
!;  the  record  Of  an  things  ^-in-as  a^^^^^^^^^^^^  My  off- 

r"eaTs^?the  wlrTd   and  I  shaU  never  die  until  all  things 
;rnTo  L  immutable  dust.  I  am  ----/-. 
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^iTqaiOifccialized  Medicine 

'     -*''**■■▼    By  Linttm  H.Clark 

^TTSTa^ho  wants  socialized  medicine  or 
•»^l-S!faned"heaUh  ins-nce^'J  A^^^^^ 
rates  of  the  plan  make  much  of  the  tatt  ^nat 
thousands  of  sick  folks  "lack  medical  attent- 
on"  This  is  an  obscure  viewpoint;  surely 
Tth  so  many  recent  "wonderful  discoyenes 
^dmedTcal  paraphernalia  it  is  not  a  lack  of 
ana  meui^      h  ,   ^  practitioners  that 

:ne"poU"foXe*  ^kof  n,edica.  attent- 

(Continued  on  page  5) 
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MAD  DREAM'''^29j 

(For  H.  P.  Lovecraft) 

Here  is  an  alien  land,  where  mountains  reacB 

In  shapes  accursed  to  a  shrouded  sky; 

Darkness  is  shattered  by  one  wailing  cry, 

And  waves  fall  evilly  upon  a  beach 

Of  tittering  sands;  no  warnings  need  to  teach 

Belated  travelers  that  'tis  best  to  lie 

Far  from  that  town  where  hooded  figures  fly 

Above  the  rooftrees,  mouthing  each  to  each. 

In  noxious  ecstasies  the  houses  lean 
By  streets  that  tangle  in  a  shifting  flow 
Of  shadow,  and  no  man  had  better  know 
The  gate  within  the  maze  of  vaults  obscene. 
Where  aeon-tunnelled  angles  drew  him  down 
To  face  the  blasphemy  of  that  dead  frown. 

RICHARD  ELY  MORSE 
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A  WOULD-BE  COLUMNIST  MEETS  A  REGULAR 
I  remember  the  first  time  I  ever  met  Harry  Bloom, 
who  does  a  daily  column  on  the  Louisville  Times.  I 
made  a  special  trip  to  Louisville  just  to  get  a  chance  to 
see  what  Mr.  Bloom  looked  like  in  person,  and  it  was 
well  worth  my  time  and  expense. 

I  stepped  into  the  news  room  of  the  Times  and  asked 
some  one  to  direct  me  to  the  de.«k  of  this  columnist.  I 
was  surprised  to  meet  a  man  with  s^uch  a  pleasing 
personality.  He  spoke  of  prominent  personages  he  had 
met  and  knew,  touched  upon  journalism,  and  proved 
himself  to  be  far  more  congenial  than  the  average  news- 
paper man. 

I  want  to  take  a  Sunday  off  right  away  and  talk  with 
Mr.  Bloom  for  four  or  five  hours.  Maybe  he  can  give 
me  some  good  pointers  on  writing  a  column.  And  I  need 
to  learn  a  lot  more  about  the  racket  before  I  get  to  the 
top. 

Mr.  Bloom  is  a  re-write  man,  has  an  excellent 
command  of  English,  and  is  making  his  way  to  the  top 
in  the  world  of  journalism. 


1  mr 
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SLA3TOWN  SOLECISMS 

By  Ben  C.  Webb 

I  see  where  the  schools  are  teaching  ettiquette  now- 
days.  Lord  knows  we  shore  need  it! 

And  there  are  so  many  men  who  grumble  about  how 
the  country  is  run.  Insignificant  creatures.  I  notice 
they  never  do  anything  about  it. 

According  to  statistics,  a  fool  is  born  every  minute. 
It  won't  be  long  until  the  whole  world  will  be  fooled. 
(Editor's  note:  Most  people  in  the  world  are  already 
fooled  —  or  fools.) 

The  first  time  I  ever  put  my  peepers  on  Maurice  E. 
White  I  laughed  out  loud.  Wonder  why? 

And  now  all  is  quiet  in  Slabtown  except  for  the  noise 
of  my  Underwood  —  and  that's  a  lot  of  noise. 


¥1- 

The  Pacific  Breeze 

^^^X7  Marchri')36r^ No-^  \ 

From  Our  President 

The  I'acific  Coast  Amateur  Editors"  Association! 
\\hv^  Who?  What  for?  Yes,  we  knew  youd  have  a 
l„t  of  <|uestions.  hut  we  have  all   the  answers. 

ee  imr  the  need   for  a   strong  centralized   group  of 
acti  •      2t  nrs  to  further  the  policies  of  the  XN  est   ,n 
a     nited  front,  four  publishers  of  -nate.n^  jounjals  h  Id 
their  first  fonnal  meeting  on  December  29    at  the  hmnc 
f    M-,rion     Cummings    Morcom.    publisher    of       i  he 
M-i  ;    t^r-       'ollowfng  the  organization   and  busu.ess 
mcS    the  members  discussed  current  political   prob- 
lems confronting  the  N.A.P.A.  .,...^r    nt    le-lSt 
I  imited   to   members   who   publish   a    paper   at    least 
fo,u   t  ine^  a  vear.  the  organization  is  expected  to  grow 
"ncide  active  members  in  O-^-"-,^-'-;^^?,^^'; 
fornia.  and  Nevada.     Conventions  will  be  held  twice  a 
vear  in  September  and  March. 

■  l^or  a  more  complete  discussion  of  the  Poli"^^/"^ 
program  advocated  by  this  group  see  the  papers  o  the 
IndfSual  members  of  the  recently  organized  group  of 
amateur  publishers.  . 

l-earins  to  infringe  upon   the   unprecedented   o.  gin- 
,litv  o       nr  Xationall'rsident.  Air.   1  lyman  Bradofsky 
re^irdlng     the     length     and     content     "^     P-^f^^;; 
,.,e-;si-e-r  we  are  rather  in  a  (juandry  as  to  just  what 
^^il  be  said.     However,  since  .;e  '---  "-  ^Hed  om^ 
,,uoia  of  space  for  this  particular  issue,  ^^e  will  sign 


now   anvway. 


«f,-.  pf    flp^"? 
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PCAEA  Fights  Back 


APR  291944 


By  Victor  A.  ^[oitoret 

At  the  last  meeting:  of  the  P.C.A.K.A.  certain 
amendments  to  the  constitution  of  the  N.A.P.A.  were 
discussed  and  finally  drawn  up  and  sent  to  President 
P.radofskv.  as  chairman  of  the  committee  on  the  con- 
stitution, ^fr.  Bradofsky  now  states  that  these  amend- 
monls  were  not  properly  drawn  up.  were  not  sent  to  the 
ri£;ht  people:  and  therefore,  they  shall  lie  disregarded. 
It  is  our  intention  to  fight  this  personal  opinion  of 
our  worthy  president  for  various  reasons.  In  the  first 
])lace.  these  were  the  first  amendments  to  the  consti- 
tuition  that  any  of  us  Oakland  memhcrs  had  proposed. 
Kntirelv  in  ignorance  of  the  strict  formality  which 
.Mr.  Bradofsky  seems  to  think  necessary  in  proposing 
changes  to  the  constituion,  we  merely  wrote  our  amend- 
ments on  paper  and  .sent  them  to  him. 

Tie  charges  that  all  amendments  to  the  document 
n^ovcrning  the  N-.A.P.A.  mu.st  he  written  so  as  to 
amend  certain  sections,  striking  out  and  inserting 
specific  words,  and  secondly,  that  amendments  must 
le  sent  to  all  three  memhcrs  of  the  committee  on  the 
constiution.  However,  we  are  set  to  fight  any  such 
da.stardly  attempt  to  railroad  the  proposals  of  new 
members  in  the  organization.  We  believe  that  in  all 
fairness  to  the  ignorance  of  new  recruits  regarding  such 
lochnical    subjects,   our  president   should   at   least    allow 
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I  WOKE  UPPR  29 1944 

There  are  a  raft  of  inspirational  tome^^hemarket, 
and  new  ones  being  added  daily.  EadPW^s  the 
advertiser,  with  unabashed  superlatives,  will  make  up 
happier,  teach  us  to  dominate-  friends  and  situations 
and  make  us  a  forceful  leader,  or  at  the  least  a  person 
to  be  listened  to. 

My  resistance  to  all  of  these  books  had  been  bolstered 
by  refusing  to  fall  in  line  and  read  most  best  sellers. 
Even  today  I  modestly  congratulate  myself  on  not 
having  wasted  time  reading  "Anthony  Adverse"  or 
"Gone  With  The  Wind."  I  did  read  half  a  dozen  full 
page  reviews  on  each  opus  and  was  persuaded  that  I'd 
miss  little  by  not  rushing  to  the  bookseller,  public  or 

lending  library.  ^ 

A  local  newspaper  included  Dorothea  Brande  s 
"Wake  Up  and  Live"  as  a  free  Sunday  supplement 
Since  I  had  not  deliberately  gone  out  and  gotten  it 
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THE  WELL 

By  H.  P.  Lovecraft 

Farmer  Seth  Atwood  was  past  eighty  when 
He  tried  to  sink  that  deep  well  by  his  door. 
With  only  Eb  to  help  him  bore  and  bore. 
We  laughed,  and  hoped  he'd  soon  be  sane  again. 
And  yet,  instead,  young  Eb  went  crazy,  too. 
So  that  they  shipped  him  to  the  county  farm. 
Seth  bricked  the  well-mouch  up  as  tight  as  glue- 
Then  hacked  an  artery  in  his  gnarled  left  arm. 

After  the  funeral  we  felt  bound  to  get 
Out  to  that  well  and  rip  the  bricks  away, 
But  all  we  saw  were  iron  hand-holds  set 
Down  a  black  hole  deeper  than  we  could  say. 
And  yet  we  put  the  bricks  back— for  we  found 
The  hole  too  deep  for  &ny  line  to  sound. 
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La  Femme  de  Glace 

by  Robert  W.  Lowndes 
Her  eyes  reflect   the   opalescent   fires 
Of   suns   that  waxed  and  waned   before  the  earth 
Received    the   dust   of   those   that   gave    her   birth 
In    nameless    sorcery.      The     moon    aspires 
In   vain   her  mocking   beauty   to   enslave. — 
And  when  Ihe  moon  has  burst  apart;   the  skies 
With    dust    are    ringed,    and    bitter    prophecies 
Have  been   fulfilled,   the  secret   runes  that  gave 
Her  life  shall  not  have  passed  away;    alone, 
In   naked   triumph   none  shall   look   on.   this 
Mad   thing  that  lust  created  shall,  supreme 
Among  the  dead,  reign  on  and  often  dream 
Of  olden  loves.— And  many   a   skeleton 
Shall  feel  the  icy  languor  of  her  kiss. 
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.V.e.  we  announces  t.eco.™e.cia..>sc^^^^^^^^^^         o^TV,e 

Fh^ntagraph   --^^'f  .^"^l^^^fn  °.'-       They   misinterprete.l   our 
expressed   -f^^'^/./.fJ^nf publish  our  lUtle  paper  ro^u- 

^^'^rris:;:-''^>"^e.  a.a^  s^s^-  ^ -: 

plete  freedom  to  do  as  we  wish.     Froni  now  on  The 
graph  win  adhere  to  no  set  standard  of  content-     ^-,^J  ^^^ 
irresponsible   and   kidding   one   month   «^"'l   ««^°  \  ^,„^^„ 

next      We  mav  publish  only  one  long  article,  oi    a  nci 

sh'ort   scuibs.     we  may  e^'^-^^"- s?.?ng" we" print   .Jt-e 
the    real   beauty   of    amateur    publishmg,    we   prmt   w 

please. 

my  l"^«\>par  m   -I  school.  San  Francisco.    I  puTi- 

was  a   student  in   L^oweu  nisn  ov.         '  ATTniTT       T  wrote 

it  all  myseii,  »fL  lji^  «.j  i    >  Yvrnp-nyiripv:  with 

a  friend  of  mine.  All  my  copies  of  it,  and  the  magazines  w.  n 
which  T  exchanged,  were  lost  in  the  earthquake  and  fire.  I  am 
sorry  to  say." 

—DAW 
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Fret- Saw  Work  From  India's  Hollywood 

In  far-away  Bombay,  my  friend,  Izzut  S.  Kurwa,  enjoys  the  hobbies  of 
photography,  stamp-collecting,  and  work  with  a  fret-saw.  I  should  like  to  show 
you  the  exquisitely  delicate  bookmark  he  sent  me  in  his  last  letter.  You  will  get 
some  idea  of  his  ability  in  studying  the  filigree  of  the  model  in  the  accom- 
panying illustration. 

"I  cut  various  kinds  of  wood — satin  walnut,  mahogany,  sycamore,  three-ply, 
etc,"  he  writes,  "varying  from  one-thirty-second  to  one-half  of  an  inch.  .  .  .  Have 
you  ever  tried  wood-carving  with  a  fret-saw?  I  think  it's  great  fun." 

As  may  be  imagined,  Izzut  has  varied  interests.  He  is  proud  of  the  Indian 
motion  picture  studios  which  operate  in  Bombay,  the  Hollywood  of  India.  Ameri- 
can and  British  companies  have  headquarters  there  also.  Some  idea  of  the  size  of 
the  city  may  be  gained  from  the  fact  that  there  are  thirty  "cinemas"  in  Bombay. 
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SPECIAL  EDITION 


Mountain  Eagtp^Pjppts  Local  Amateurs 


County     Paper     Opens     Pages 
Aspiring    Writers    Of    The 
Hills 


Mr.  J.  Crook,  editor  of  the  Moun- 
tain Eagle,  a  county  newspaper  pub- 
lisiied  at  Whitesburg,  Ky.,  lias  an- 
nounced that  all  members  of  the 
United  Amateur  Press  Association 
of  America  from  Letcher  County  are 
invited  to  contribute  news  and  other 
items  of  local  interest. 

Mr.  Crook  is  primarily  interested 
in  would-be  reporters  and  feature 
writers.  He  states  that  there  are  too 
many  correspondents  who  wish  to 
use  the  columns  of  his  paper  to  give 
vent  to  their  opinions  or  air  a  per- 
sonal grievance. 

The  Eagle  would  like  to  have  a 
correspondent  in  every  commimity 
in  the  county,  a  live  wire  person 
who  knows  what  news  is  and  how 
to  get  it.  The  best  experience  is  a 
practical  experience  and  the  only 
way  to  learn  how  to  write  is  by  writ- 
ing. Illustrated  articles  accompani- 
ed by  photographs  are  welcomed, 
pdeferably  those  dealing  with  local 
history  or  well  known  characters  of 
another  day. 

The  editor  of  the  Eagle  has  always 
taken  a  deep  interest  in  our  United, 
boosting  us  and  helping  us  in  every 
way  possible.  He  was  on  hand  at 
our  recent  convention  and  took  a 
big  hand  with  us  at  the  banquet.  He 
has  given  us  his  valuable  time  and 
space  wlth-out  thought  of  recom- 
pense. It  is  our  duty  to  retaliate  and 
show  the  Mountain  Eagle  that  we 
are  truly  grateful  for  its  generous 
assistance.  It  is  time  that  we  ex- 
press to  this  publication,  by  action 
and  by  deed,  that  we     really     ap- 


preciate their  gratutious  services. 

However,  verse-makers  and  deep 
thoughted  essayists  should  confine 
their  Uterary  efforts  to  the  amateur 
press.  For  those  of  you  who  plan  to 
be  reporters  or  newspapermen,  start 
now  by  contributing  news  to  our 
county  paper.  Mr.  Crook  would  be 
glad  to  talk  the  matter  over  with 
you  if  you  will  call  at  his  office. 

Troah  Campbell  Is 
New  Chief  Of  Recruit 
Committee  In  Ky. 

Troah  Campbell,  Ulvah,  Ky.,  was 
recently  appointed  chairman  of  the 
reerulL  committee  for  Kentucky. 
His  job  is  an  important  one,  that  of 
supplying  new  blood  for  the  United 
from  this  state.  Names  of  prospec- 
tive members  from  this  section 
should  be  placed  in  his  hands.  Let's 
help  him  to  make  his  office  a  suc- 
cess by  assisting  him  in  his  new 
duties. 


South  Winds 


The  south  winds  sway  the  rose 

Upon  the  mountain  trail 
And  sweep  down  in  the  valley 

Where  the  ships  are  setting  sail. 

They  cross  the  wild  prarie 
Where  blooms  the  fairest  flower. 

Then  scatter  tiny  radndrops 
Within  my  leafy  bower. 

— Evelyn  Kemper 


We  must  learn  by  laughter  as  well 
as  by  tears. — Emerson. 
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OVER  HERE 

By  E.  Jean  Palmer 

▼ 

NEWS  ITEM-The  way  everybody  talks  now,  the  United  States  will  positively  not  attend  the 

next  European  war.  George  M.  Cohan  might  start  working  on  a  song  called 

'Over  Here.'  (NEW  YORKER) 

T 

There's  adventure  'round  each  corner; 

There's  glamour — there's  romance, 
And  battles  may  be  fought  and  won  '■'"'■  -^ 

With  wits,  instead  of  lance. 
So  if  you  are  a  soldier  brave, 

Why  risk  your  life  for  Rome, 
Or  cross  the  sea  in  quest  of  love? 

We've  potent  stuff  at  home. 

Our   liquor's  just   as  good   as   the' 

'Twere  served  in  gay  Paree; 
You  can  be  an  ass  or  hero 

On  this  side  of  the  sea. 
No  German,  Russ,  or  Roman  Duce 

Can  dictate  your  career; 
You  play  or  work;  it's  up  to  you 

If  you  stay  over  here. 

CHORUS:  Over  here,  we  eat — and  drink. 

And  we're  allowed  to  talk  and  think. 
There's  fame  and  fortune,  if  we've  crust 
To  muscle  in  and  win  or  bust. 
We  have  a  chance  to  get  along 
Right  here  at  home  where  we  belong. 
It's  mighty  nice  to  do  as  we  please. 
And  we  can't  do  that  across  the  seas. 
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The   Reason    I    Disobey 

By  E.  Jean  Palmer 

"Happy  carefree  days  of  childhood." 

When  I  hear  that  hackneyed  phrase,  ,^  ,,_„ 

'  ^B  UBHi^Ky  Aft  * 
Memory  takes  a  journey  backward  MlVBi  1 ' 

To  my  sheltered-childhood  days.  "^^  ^""•'•^ 

APR  9QfQiJ 
Hearts  that  throbbed  with  love  and  kindness,  ^* 

Were  staunch  guards  of  my  welfare; 

Rejoicing  o'er  my  victories; 

Grieving  o'er  my  fancied  care. 

But  a  child  beloved  can  be  lonely. 

And  too  oft'  I  recall,  with  a  sigh, 
An  oral  pen-close  meshed  with  "don'ts"- 

And  the  gate  would  not  open  to  "why." 

For  each  "don't"  was  backed  with  a  stern  "because," 

A  word  I  resent-to  this  day; 
But  now,  when  corraled  in  a  pen  of  "don't," 

I  merely— disobey. 
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cannot    stand    and    look    upon  a    road 

With     cool    unfettered    eyes. 

It    is    at    once    a    calling    and  a    goad 

And    all    in    spite    of    me    my  heart    replies. 

For    there    is    something    in    my    feet    that    aches 
To     touch    the    road    that    leads    to    every    land. J 
And    there    is    something    in    my    soul    that    makes 
My    every    ache    a    mandate    and    command. 

And    all     the    roads    there    are    can    never    drown 
This    call    in    me    for    well    I    know, 
I    cannot    be    content    to    rest    or    lay    me    down 
While    there    is    yet    another    road    to    go. 

-EARL  HENRY. 


SHE    THOUGHT    OF    DEATH.     .    .    . 

.  .He  whispered  sweet  nothings  in  her  ear-while  they 
ate  hamburgers.  Mann  Baker's  "GLORY  ABSOLUTELY,"  in 
the  next  issue,  ranks  with  THAT  PICTURE  WE  STOLE 
IN  HOLLYWOOD. 
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T^he  T^ink  Chicken 


o^  'breath  of  Heave)! 


Published  trom  beyond  the-  ^i  ""J(H§miIi  1 1 1  by  "The  harp 
that  once  through  Hyman's  hallS^^nK  WKffl,''29  Februar)'  '38 

~7~     \       APR  291944 

^yviy  tran  z. . . 

Imagine  my  surprise  to  \^§flltftKKfmon\\ng  and 
lind  myself  dead.  Well,  imagine  anyone's  surprise  m 
awaking  some  morning  and  finding  himself  dead! 
Vo'.rd  expect  the  shock  to  be  rather  devastating — 
some  oi  the  souls  I've  met  here  (especially  those  who 
drank  too  much  in  Boston  the  night  before  and  then 
drove  home)  acknowledge  that  to  be  the  case.  They 
just  can't  understand  it. 

Yet  I  didn't  notice  any  great  difference  at  first — 
except  that  my  usual  numbness  from  the  neck  up  had 
di.sappearcd.  Then  gradually  I  became  aware  of  the 
unusuLil  surroundings.  There  was  an  everpresent  sen- 
sation ol  organ  and  harp  music.  Birds  twittered  and 
;:ang  from  the  branches  of  tall  and  stately  evergreens. 
i'li.)wcrs  bloomed  in  confusion  on  the  green  moun 
tainsides.  Gentle  zephyrs  lulled  one  into  a  state  ol 
complete  happiness  about  the  whole  thing.  The  sun 
was  shining. 

"Surclv,"  quoth  I,  "this  cannot  be  Pittsburgh." 
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Thanks.  Pal        ,a,^  ngigji 

IN  line  with  the  story  that  each  issue  of 
PS  is  mailed  from  a  ^tore^>ost  office, 
witness  .this:  About  Jf:W^^^  ye  editor 
managed  to  squeeze  two  or  three  envelopes 
into  the  tiny  mail  slot  at  the  Liberty  Comer 
post  office,  and  was  beginning  to  have  ter- 
rifying visions  of  himself  feeding  some  125 
envelopes  thru  the  aperture  one  at  a  time, 
when  the  genial  postmaster  came  over  from 
his  house  and  opened  up  the  post  office  es- 
pecially for  PS.  We  claim  the  distinction 
of  being  the  smallest  publication  ever  to  have 
a  post  office  unlocked  for  its  exclusive  bene- 
fit . 

Old  Glory 

It's  great  what  a  thrill  you  get  out  of  see- 
ing the  American  flag  when  you're  far  away 
from  home.  The  other  day  I  came  upon  an 
old  picture  that  I  snapped  from  a  train  on 
the  Panama  Railroad  during  one  of  those 
unexplainable  stops  in  the  middle  of  nowhere 
so  common  in  the  tropics.  The  only  build- 
ing in  sight  was  the  Monte  Lirio  sub-station 
of  the  Canal  Zone  police,  and  that  red,  white 
Continued  on  page  i 
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If  your  ciirrKsponiliTH  s<'ij-ii>; 
to  l.e  slower  thaji  usuul  Ht  answering  tetters, 
it's  because  there's  a  new  iwl.lition  to  the 
lainily,  in  the  shape  of  a  chestnut-coh)re<l 
horse  named  "Montana"  (we  call  him  "Skip- 
per" for  short)  anrl  the  editor-in-chief  has 
been  rather  busy  seeinp  that  he  t^ets  his  ex- 
ercise every  day. 

JntKTKlt  spending  our  vacation 
(last  October)  ridinfc'  Monty,  we  decided  he 
should  have  been  called  "Killer",  ami  that 
this  business  of  eating  on  three  days  a  week 
so  that  the  hoas  can  eat  on  the  alternate 
four  isn't  so  hut. 

1  n  K  standiii},'-  joke  around  the 
office  (and  other  jilace.s)  is  that  ye  ed  be- 
came interested  in  horses  because  his  coupe 
failed  to  .start  one  rainy  day.     It  ain't  so! 

Oft  repeated  question:     "Do  you  do  much 
ridinjj?" 

Oft  repeate<J  an.swer:     "Oh,  on  and  off!" 

The  sufi-jrested  theme  .son)?  for  ye  eiiitor  is 

Kmptv   Saddles.  \t'i-nliiiui-it  „i,  jmij,-   ;j 
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A  cap  and  gown, 

A  wedding  tune, 

A  fragrant  rose, 

-Signs  of  June. 

Helen  A.  Vivarttas 


June 


a?®8SS®gSg8®S®88®8SSSgS®S®8S«S8S!SgSSSS8g«?-.« 


PRESS    CUIRION  1938 


iVMJIT 


W 


l^^^^^'^^SSSi^JefsSSSSS^gSS^SS^jaS^i^^Sgsas???^^ 


The  Press  Clarion 


Wint 


er 


1938 


t5«S88S8®88S888®gS8SS8SS8g8SgS8gS888S888S:S 


X-PN  4827 


Ji&i 


jK"=«g5*8S;^=5:S»^®5???S«??8!S??S«8?=5^^ 


The   Press 


2gl945  I 


Winter 


1938 


«??s«8S888S8S88®8S8Sg«8S88888888SS8SgS88SSa« 


PURPLE   COW    193S  THE  Uo.    ^■^^J' 

1-PN  it 827  CONOR.. 

^   "^'^  SERIAL  KtuOKO 

Cfhe  Purple  C^^ 

Full  of  the  mUk  of  iiiitnan  Kindness,  £Lr?..f<P  aamiw^ 
is  led  to  Pasture  ev^ry  Spring,.  Sumsnes ,  Auxumr, 
and  Winter  by  its  editor  and  printep/osse  Loirtili*  --- 
Lindblad.    Hope  for  iii .  besi,  expect  the  worst' 
Number  Three  hummer  of  1£38 

Looking  back  it  was  a  marvelous  vacation. 
AH  the  heat  and  discomfort  has  been  eclipsed  bv  the 
grand  experience  oi  seemg  the  countrj-,  ali  the  nJveltv 
and  color  oi  it,  the  endless  variety  of  scone.  We  trav- 
eled eight  thousand  miles  and  touched  twenty-three  of 
the  states.  Niagara  Falls,  Great  Sait  Lake,  the  Rockies, 
the  Great  Muddy,  Yellowstone,  Gettystjjrg,  Arl.iigton! 
the  Washington  iHonument,  the  Lmcoln  Memoriairand 
ai'i  the  multitudinous  wonders  we  sav/  left  their  imprints 
on  us.  But  besides  those  experiences  which  we  have  m 
conmion  with  millions  of  other  travelers  there  are  certain 
personal  experiences  which  we  will  not  soon  foraec. 

I  recall  a  happy  evening  spent  at  21  Stegman 
Court,  with  a  midnight  dinner  and  a  warm  bed  after- 
wards— Kaggerty  hospitality. 

A  conversation  on  a  street  corner  in  Chicago  in 
which  a  Japanese  sidewalk  artist,  a  Jev.ish  merchant, 
and  myself  considered  the  question  of  racial  prejudice 
objectively— I'm  sure  we  could  have  attracted  a  larger 
audience  if  it  hadn't  been  Sunday,  but  the  urchin  and 
his  dog  were  quite  appreciative. 

I  remember  with  amusement  a  community  sing, 
at  Yellowstone,  a  husky  ranger  admonishing  us  to  sing 
the  second  line  of  "Hall!  Haill  thp  gang's  all  here"  in 
the  edited  form:  "What  the  what  do  we  care?" 
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THE  ^REVIEWER 


•  With  this,  our  first  issue  of  The  PrevSewek,  we 
hesitantly  venture  liack  into  this  Inisiness  of  actively  edit- 
ing and  publishing  a  newspaper.  However,  this  time  is 
different.  Now  we  have  a  definite  purpose,  other  than 
mere  periodical  issuance  of  editorial  comment,  gossip,  and 
local  news.  This  time,  we  stride  lioldly  into  the  amateur 
journalistic  arena. — hoping  that  no  one  notices  our  quak- 
ing knees—,  with  a  bit  of  blood  in  the  one  good  eye.  and 
a  very  much  riled  s])irit. 

To  discard  the  excess  verbiage,  The  ^'reviewer  is  to 
he  published  for  the  next  eight  or  nine  months  only,  with 
the  expressed  purpose  of  fighting  back  at  all  carping 
critics,  meddling  malcontents,  and  anv  others  who  seem 
to  think  that  Oakland  will  fall  down  on  her  job  during  the 
coming  vear.  We  i>ro])ose  to  do  this,  by  i)ublishing  each 
month,  the  latest  news  concerning  convention  plans,  the 
Golden  Gate  Internation.al  Exposition,  activities  of  the 
O.APC  and  one  or  two  feature  articles  about  the  high 
spots  of  interest  in  the  San  iM'ancisco  Bay  region.  As 
soon  as  possible,  photographs  will  be  added  to  the  edi- 
torial content.  Tn  a  sentence,  our  purpose  is  to  continue 
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Crash  Money  4f»!! 

Lewis  Martin         \PR29I944 


Sheriff  Augerbaum  looked  quizzi- 
cally through  the  cell  door.  "Wonder 

if  I  can  trust  you  birds " 

He  broke  off  as  he  scratched  a 
grizzled  chin.  "Well,  every  available 
man  in  this  district's  needed,  need- 
ed mighty  bad.  Jest  got  word  the 
Continental  Airways  Express  plane 
crashed  somewhere  between  here 
and  Richmond.  Eight  passengers 
aboard.  So  I'm  lettin'  you  three  birds 
off  to  join  the  searchin'  party.  And 
keep  searchin',  for  if  I  see  you  ugly 
mugs  around  town,  it'll  be  the  jug 
again,  for  keeps." 

"Does  that  go  for  me,  too?"  An 
anxious,  surprised  look  marked  the 
features  of  a  gaunt,  unshaven  face. 
"Yeah,  Gresner.  Wasn't  goin'  to 
hold  you  no  longer,  nohow.  Fact  is, 
I  never  thought  you  really  had  any- 
thing to  do  with  that  kidnaping. 
Jest  picked  you  up  because  your  de- 
scription tallied  a  little.  We  gotta  be 

mighty  careful-like .  But  shuffle 

your  lazy  legs  and  join  my  deputy 
outside.  Jest  trail  along  with  him, 
and  you'll  be  all  right." 

The  young  man  hesitated  at  the 
cell  door.  His  hands  trembled  as  they 


gripped  the  bats.  Now  that  he  was 
free,  all  of  his  pent-up  feelings  of 
resentment  and  anger  were  liberated 
too. 

"It's  a  fine  state  of  affairs,"  he 
complained  in  a  high-pitched  voice. 
"First  they  take  away  your  job; 
then  they  throw  you  in  the  pen  on 
suspicion — suspicion  of  kidnaping!" 

"Goon.  Git  goin".  'Fore  I  lock  the 
door  and  keep  you  in." 

The  Dennison  sheriff  grabbed  the 
man  by  the  coat-collar  and  flung  him 
across  the  room.  There  was  a  crash 
and  an  upset  chair. 

As  the  erstwhile  prisoner  rose 
painfully  from  the  ground,  the  fight 
that  had  flamed  in  him  died  down. 
He  glared  back  at  the  sheriff  for  an 
instant  but  then  shrugged  his  shoul- 
ders and  joined  the  party  outside. 
The  deputy  was  giving  instructions: 
"Slim,  here  (he  pointed  at  Gresner), 
will  go  along  with  me.  We'll  be  head- 
ing for  Muir's  Canyon.  Chances  are 
the  wreck's  not  within  a  dozen  miles 
of  there.  But,  gotta  make  certain." 

Gresner  nodded.  A  wrecked  plane 
and  broken  bones.  Perhaps  he  would 
be  better  off  among  those  wretched 
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I  count  no  hours   that  are  not  brlsiit-aayeth  the  3un  Dial. 

Electric  P!^. cnta  aiicl/Jgtlllery;   sThat  wo  Imoir  ac  the  naaturtlma, 
ooncUSiori  ^" "vorlng,  can  send  eleotrio  aparlca  from  tto  flowers 
at  oundov/n-i-u;  a  one  catn  cLo  upon  a  trolling  tholr  fur»  Vatarorosa 
ia  trill.-  n-iati^'taiua,  botanlciil I7  spoaldLng. 

,^        Artlllory  Alcvr-t-AloiTcrs  givo  a  craclrlin,^  norjj5.  trhen  Tratcr  Ic 

csj        «prinl:led  511  vhon  in  full  blonn,   and^Sciuca  a  »molcy  cloud,  whici-. 

00        lo   tLo  },ollen,   f^ivins  a  a  tart  ling  efr-.-c"'^* 

"*        Hatiyeg  uuc-".  i>cllete  fron  tho  tapior      .  Lant  for  olivnotinc*   A  rroirtl 

z         to  the  \7ioo-et.c.   rt  alao  Da!:es   ezceliont  glue.  Iuo:i  of  our  tar- 

'^         loca  is  Eiade  Troui  f>lcL  potatooa  ♦ 

><  LycopodliEj-Club  liooa.  Important  in  pact  for  e:£-loDive  ncrder. 
Lyoopodiun  porclor'  is  i^ado  froa  its  oporoo*  Uood  for  carpetlnc 
grean  houcca   f.Tid  for  teai:  baalcoto* 

>'    tjllXo:.'   Jx;    i-otiaO.  for  oupplyiag  -felao  Tseat    gun  povrdoy   clin»<»tt,l. 

Tho  wc^d  of  tl-.fi  li£:e  or  llndon  tree  fonx  beet   -'^nporrcier . 
Dynataiio  Troc-Iiac   co"2«(3a  the  aiae  of  on  orange  miior.  explode 
with  a  bler/fc  when  xaatur©,  and  the  piocoo  will  eauoo  xlech  injur- 
iea  to  anyone  that  nay  contact  thoat 

There  Ifl  a  tree  found  in  barren  and  out  of  tho  \7ay  plaooo-lto 
limbs  alao  barren  and  contorted  (oo  tho«   polooncd  and  deoolate 
froa  ita  otjn  bitterneoa)  uhieh  of  ton  cauooo  fatal  illaena,  poi- 
cona  skin.  Loth  of  above  trees  ore  labelled  dancorous  r/.-.ero 

they  abound.  .^       ,  ^      , 

Plcnta  vith  H'^inan  Traita ;  The  tianclralso  has  ita  place  in  loee^.c 
^ecauaeTHi^^on-  5lhsr~THInG3 )  the  root  resenblecL  the  hur:an  f"*;^ 
and  v/len  pulled  fron  cround^  nade  a  cryinc  noiss.   ihey  are  a -113 
odd  ca  a  cure  for  certain  illc .  loloonoua   to  cattle,   nie  autui:!n 
blooii^er  la  aupposod  to  be  the  candraire  of  tho  Old  Testanont. 
TLe  Grci-i'l  Fariiily  cjT  Ilanta  crow  sucpended  in  air,   anc  .ri-.i 
ncaoy  ve fetation,  ratfulro  but  little  aoil.  ^    *j  *• 

jpicLerT7crt    (orchid)   is  used  by  studento   to  uatc^  circulation  ox 
protczjl.-^n  in  ataczeno,   under  nicroccope. 
The  Green  iJan  Orchid  with  flowera  of  a  dull  yellovr  color  curi- 

oualy  r33  3nbleG    a  nan*  *      .    *     *»       +'4,. 

Tiie  lar^eot  apec'le  are  intereotlns  rsalnly  to  botanxoto  tor  taeir 
fanciful  resemblance   to  variouc   inaecto. 

Ar.  orchid  laay  sive  off  a  different  odor  at  diiforent  tines   o* 
day,   and  alao  different  parts   of  the  oane  J'lowcr.  *.  +4^^ 

•"  -         .-     —  . ^»    _--,  nrloe legs. -"The  bird  of  tino 


rmy  toTFluTEerTT".  alAl  thfe  bird  ia  on  the  wxnc-" 


The  flrat  edition  of  Its  tranalatlon  once  a  old  for  tr/o  centw   a 
copy-recently  broug;h*  !f?J5f.'(". 
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BEWARE,  AMERICA 

By  WILLIAM  GROVEMAN 
Tlie  Spanish  Civil  War  has  shown  the 
danger  of  Americans  supporting  foreign  isms. 
Various  pressure  groups  are  trying  to  get  our 
Congress  to  lift  the  embargo;  other  groups  in- 
sist that  the  embargo  must  not  be  raised.  The 
radio,  newspapers,   magazines  and  books  all 
hurl  propaganda  of  some  sort  at  us.    We  are 
first  told  that  the  Loyalist  government  is  the 
government  of  Spain  and  imiiediately  after- 
ward hear  that  the  Loyalists  support  Com- 
muuisni  and  are  Atheistic. 

There  is  no  doubt  that  the  various  for- 
eign governments  are  supporting  either  the 
Loyalists  or  the  Eebels.  While  we  should  be 
(Continutd  on  payt  4) 
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BEWAREr^^  MEfiStANS! 

By  WILLIAM  GROVEMAN 
The  Spanish  Civil  War  has  shown  the 
danger  of  Americans  supporting  foreign  isms. 
Various  pressure  groups  are  trying  to  get  our 
Congress  to  lift  the  embargo;  other  groups  in- 
.sist  that  the  emb.argo  must  not  be  raised.  The 
radio,  newspapers,  magazines  and  books  all 
hurl  propaganda  of  some  sort  at  us.  We  are 
first  told  that  the  Loyalist  government  is  the 
government  of  Spain  and  immediately  after- 
ward hear  that  the  Loyalists  support  Com- 
munism and  are  Atheistic. 

There  is  no  doubt  that  the  various  for- 
eign governments  are  supporting  either  the 
Loyalists  or  the  Rebels.  While  we  should  be 
{Continued  on  pagt  4) 
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Why  swing? 

By  Art  Diggle 
The  word  swing  has  many  uses,  but  to 
"jitter-bugs"  it  means  "jive"  or  "sending." 
And  yet  to  others  it  awakens  the  happy 
thought  that  certain  exponents  of  swing 
should  be  literally  swung.  The  anti-swing- 
sters  are  unanimous  in  the  belief  that 
"swing"  is  merely  a  superficial  fad;  to  be 
passed  off  when  something  else  as  sensat- 
ional comes  along  to  attract  the  attention 
of  the  present  day  "jitter-bugs."  To  them 
its  a  throw-back  to  the  more  primitive  days 

(Continued  on  page  4) 
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OK,  TlxeAe  QmenlcarxA 

NOT  long  ago,  a  PS  reporter  inter- 
viewed a  refugee  from  Spain.  After  the 
usual  questions,  the  newshawk  asked: 
"What  is  the  strangest  thing  you  have  no- 
ticed since  you've  been  in  America?" 

THE  Spaniard  shook  his  head  sadly. 
"Por  Dios,  thees  dreenk  what  you  call  the 
cock's  tail.  First  you  put  whiskey  in  to 
make  heem  strong,  then  you  put  water  to 
make  heem  weak,  then  gin  to  make  heem 
hot,  ice  to  make  heem  cold,  lemon  to  make 
heem  sour,  sugar  to  make  heem  sweet;  then 
you  say:  'Here's  to  you'  and  dreenk  herm 
yourself!  Santa  Maria,  what  a  country!" 
******* 

THEN  there  was  that  Britisher  travel- 
ing eastward  on  the  Twentieth  Century  Lim- 
ited who  asked  an  American  passenger:  "I 
say,  old  chap,  do  you  know  if  this  train  stops 
at  Grand  Central  Station?" 

THE  American  wrinkled  his  brow,  pon- 
dered a  moment,  then  replied:  "If  it   does- 
n't stranger,  there'll  be  hell  to  pay." 
Continued  on  last  page 
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PHAMOUS  PPlILADELPHIA  PHACTS 
By  Joseph  J.  Gudonis 

Since  NAF.^  has  selected  Philadelphia  for  its  1940 
Convention  City,  it  is  fitting  that  N'APA  members 
should  know  more  about  the  city  of  their  choice. 
Here,  therefore,  are  some  little  known  but  interesting- 
facts: 

Most  Philadclphians  do  not  like  hot  giblet  gravy- 
poured  over  either  vanilla  or  strawberry  ice  cream. 

Those  who  enjoy  browsing  and  treasure  hunting 
and  who  are  collectors  of  stuff,  will  be  pleased  to 
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THANKS  TO  ALL 

It's  great  to  know  you  have  so  many  friends,  even  moreso  when 
a  person  hasn't  even  had  the  occasion  to  make  them  through  person-  i 

al  contacts.  The  complimentary  cards  and  letters  which  were    re-  -i 

ceived  after  this  journal  made  its  first  debut  would  warm  any  one's  i 

heart  to  the  grandest  hobby  of  them  aU.  I  have  not  found  time  to 
answer  all  the  many  letters  which  I  have  received,  so  I  wish  to  take 
this  opportunity  to  thank  every  one  who  in  some  way  or  other  paid  * 

their  subscription  price  to  receive  this  paper  regularly.  I  have  made  J 

some  fine  friends  and  I  value  their  friendship  highly.  Robert  Price,  i 

Mary  Byer.9,  Robert  Telschow,  Edgar  Allan  Martin.  Helen  Vivar— 
ttas  and  a  host  of  others  will  continue  to  remain  as  friends  through 
correspondence. 

ON  AMATEUR  AFFAIRS 

The  AAPA  seems  to  be  in  a  serious  slump.  Where  are  all  those 
fine  first  issues  which  began  to  appear  early  last  year?  Many  of  those 
journals  set  our  eyes  to  sparkling  and  we  thought  we  would  be  in  for 
some  very  interesting  reading  —  but  no  more  numbers  appeared! 
Let's  see  if  we  can't  revive  a  bit  of  that  spirit  this  year.  Make  that 
type  click  in  the  stick  and  that  press  to  hum  again.  Then  we'll  go 

places! Leading  contenders  for  the  convention  city  this  year 

is  New  York  City,  but  it  has  its  opposition  too.  Philadelphi  %  and 
Detroit  are  recent  candidates  for  the  honors.  New  York  ha.s  every 
thing  to  offer  however  and  we  know  it  will  be  a  great  gathering  site 
for  all  members.  Will  I  see  you  there? 

(  Over,  Please  ) 

Cfj  c*.9  cr*j  c-#j>  c+o  c*j  c^fj)  p*^  c+j  Cfsj 
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ANOTHER  ISSUE  GOES  TO  PRESS 

It  has  been  a  long  time  since  you've  seen  a  copy  of 
The  Preceptor.  I've  promised,  time  and  again,  to  bring 
forth  another  issue,  but  somehow  or  other  I  haven't  had 
time  or  energy  to  get  around  to  it.  Not  for  a  year  or 
more.  But  I'm  mighty  glad  to  greet  you  again  with  this 
little  publication.  So  sorry  it  couldn't  be  bigger.  But  I 
was  in  such  a  rush  to  get  this  off  to  the  printery  that  I 
had  to  use  what  I  had  on  hand.  I  hope  to  put  out  a  6x9 
next  time,  which  will  be  soon. 

I  spent  all  spring  and  a  part  of  the  summer  as  a 
student  at  Eastern  State  Teachers  College  at  Richmond, 
Ky.  That  is  the  home  town  of  Ed  Tevis,  an  oldtimer 
known  to  the  older  set  of  ajays.  Although  he  has  been 
in  declining  health  for  a  number  of  years,  he  remains  a 
loyal  and  active  amateur  and  deeply  devoted  to  the 
cause. 

While  I  was  in  school,  Ed  Reed,  Bob  Smith  and  others 
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Gentle  rain. 

Singing  birds, - 
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AUTUMN  1939^^ 

Spring  Fever 

^y  ^«y  P-  Dougan,  Box  12,  EHzabethtown,  A(.  T. 
'  GOLDEN  MOON  cast  its  romaiitic  spell  over  the  Adi- 
rondack hills.  It  was  a  warm  spring  night  in  these 
northern  mountains;  majestic  pines  stood  pictur- 
esquely silhouetted  against  a  star-laden  sky  The 
air  was  scented  with  the  sweet-smelling  aroma  of 
^^^^the  stately  forests.  Blooming  flowers  with  heads 
gen  ly  bowed  were  swaying  gracefully  in  the  light  breeze 
01  the  night. 

Deep-throated  murmurs  of  masculine  voices  mingled 
with  high-pitched  feminine  whispers  came  from  the  se- 
dudecl  recesses  of  Lovers  Lane.  Janet  Ward  and  her 
Iriend  Rex,  strolled  slowly  along  the  soft  paths  that  were 
an  integral  part  of  that  romantic  habitat.  Janet  was  ex- 
quisitely beautiful  for  her  eighteen  years  ~  tall,  delicate, 
and  dainty.  Her  dearest  friend,  Rex,  was  big  and  strong 
hut  he  was  very  tender  and  careful  when  he  was  around 

.^u  ,"  V  m''*'''.  ^"■'^  ^°'  ^''^*-  A"d  she  knew,  too.  that 
the  husky  fellow  loved  her:  his  eyes  were  continually  tell- 
ing her  so.  ^ 

They  moved  along  slowly  and  silently.  Neither  spoke 
bilence  was  bliss  on  such  a  heavenly  evening.  Janet  felt 
the  warmth  of  his  powerful  physique  against  her  side, 
(continued  on  page  4) 
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Spring  Fever 

By^Ray  F.  Dougan,  Box  12,  Elizabethtown,  }<[.  T. 
GOLDEN  MOON  cast  its  romantic  spell  over  the  Adi- 
rondack hills.  It  was  a  warm  spring  night  in  these 
northern  mountains;  majestic  pines  stood  pictur- 
esquely silhouetted  against  a  star-laden  skj'.  The 
air  was  scented  with  the  sweet-smelling  aroma  of 

the  stately  forests.  Blooming  flowers  with  heads 

gently  bowed  were  swaying  gracefully  in  the  light  breeze 
of  the  night. 

Deep-throated  murmurs  of  masculine  voices  mingled 
with  high-pitched  feminine  whispers  came  from  the  se- 
cluded recesses  of  Lovers  Lane.  Janet  Ward  and  her 
friend,  Rex,  strolled  slowly  along  the  soft  paths  that  were 
an  integral  part  of  that  romantic  habitat.  Janet  was  ex- 
quisitely beautiful  for  her  eighteen  years  -  tall,  delicate 
and  damty.  Her  dearest  friend,  Rex,  was  big  and  strong' 
but  he  was  very  tender  and  careful  when  he  was  around 
her.  Janet  loved  Rex  for  that.  And  she  knew,  too,  that 
the  husky  fellow  loved  her:  his  eyes  were  continually  tell- 
ing her  so. 

They  moved  along  slowly  and  silently.  Neither  spoke. 
Silence  was  bliss  on  such  a  heavenly  evening.  Janet  felt 
the  warmth  of  his  powerful  physique  against  her  side, 
(continued  on  pngc  4) 
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EDITORS  CHAliJ^SSli 

Dear  Eeaders,  APR  2 9 1994 

I  ain  veuturiag  on  a  little  paper  of  my  own 
and  do  hopi  you  will  all  like  it.  I  don't  promise 
to  send  it  with  every  issue  of  "Interesting  Items,'' 
but  wben  the  spirit  moves  me  I 

I  have  endeavoured  to  write  it  to  suit  all  tastes 
and  shall  be  anxious  to  know  what  its  receptioa 
■will  be,  and,  of  coui-se,  it  is  open  to  any  criticism  ! 
Sincerely, 

YOUR  EDITEESS 


CHARLES    DICKENS. 

Is  it  not  wonderful  how  the  pereonality  and 
influence  of  Dickens  never  dies,  bis  birthday  being 
celebrated  each  year  in  many  parts  of  the  world. 
About  seven  year's  ago  I  was  present  at  a  large 
gathering  in  London  where  I  met  many  interesting 
people  who  all  came  to  pay  tribute  to  his  memory. 

I  have  just  enjoyed  reading  "Little  Dorrit"  for 
the  second  or  third  time,  also  "Barnaby  Eudge  " 
and  now  I  am  as  interested  as  ever  in  "rickwick' 
Papei-s,"  so  diflerent  from  all  his  other  books,  but  a 
work  that  will  immortalize  Charles  Dickens  for  all 
time. 
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REASON   FOR  ALARM 

By   H..gAnm|^|)J^  281914 


"Now,  let  me  see." 
"$310  to  say  the  very 

"My  family    owes 

'No,  every  one  owes 


Mr.  I.  C.  Facts   speaking:  -"You 
say  you're  not  in  debt?" 

Mr.  J.  Q.  Public:  "Of  course  not." 

Mr.  Facts.  "Do  you   know  h  o  w^ 
much  the  public  debt  is  — ?" 

Mr.  Public.   "Oh,  sure,   nearly  40 
billion  dollars." 

Mr.  Facts.    No,  no,    I  mean  per 
person." 

Mr.  Public. 

Mr.  Facts, 
least." 

Mr.  Public. 
$310?" 

Mr.  Facts. 
$310." 

Mr.  Public:   "Shucks,   I     do    not 
make  enough  to  pay  income  taxes." 

This  is  when  we  come  i  n.  The  i- 
dea  is  general  that  if  one  does  not 
pay  income  tax  or  the  like  for  the 
support  of  the  government,  why 
then  one  doesn't  pay  at  all,  or  very 
little.  This  fallacy  has  gained  mo- 
mentum during  recent  years,  with 
the  huge  sums  of  money,  emanating 
from  Washington  and  going  into 
the  laps  of  millions  of  people.  The 
popular  belief  is,  therefore,  that  the 
people  are  receiving  something  for 
nothing  simply  because  they  pay  no 
income  taxes.  Yet  they  are  the  very 
ones,  the  common  people,  who  foot 
the  bill  to  be  paid. 

A  recent  report  of  findings  by  the 
Twentieth  Century  Fund,   an  auth- 


ority ontaxation^tated:  Although 
in  geneBPBi^^^reentage  paid  out 
in  taxes  increases,  as  total  income 
rises,  persons  with  $2,000.00  and 
less,  pay  more  taxes,  proportionate- 
ly, as  their  incomes  decrease." 

The  apathy  of  the  American  peo- 
ple toward  government  finances  is 
appallingly  widespread  today.  When 
deliberate  waste  and  inefficiency  in 
government  continues  with  outright 
disregard  of  whose  money  is  being 
spent,  it  becomes  all  the  more  evi- 
dent and  unmistakably  clear. 

On  what,  for  instance,  do  people 
in  low-income  brackets,  pay  taxes, 
and  not  lightly,  either? 

They  pay  taxes  on  various  manu- 
ufactured  goods.  You  listen  to  a  ra- 
dio set,  tax-paid.  You  take  a  picture 
at  a  picnic  and  with  a  tax-paid  cam- 
era. The  sporting  clothes  you  wear 
at  that  picnic  are  tax-paid.  A  tax  is 
slapped  on  the  jewelry  you  wear 
when  you  go  "out."  When  you  see 
Robert  Taylor,  a  tax  is  covered  in 
the  the  admission  price.  The  tooth- 
paste you  used  this  morning  was 
taxed.  Your  shaving  cream,  too,  and 
so  on  and  on. 

Consider  these  facts: 

$6,241,661,000.00  was  the  amount 
of  revenue  collected  by  the  govern- 
ment in  the  last  fiscal  year. 
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REASON   FOR  ALARM 

By   Haig  Anlian 


"Now,  let  me  see." 
"$310  to  say  the  very 

.   "My  family    owes 


Mr.  I.  C.  Facts   speaking:  -"You 
say  you're  not  in  debt?" 

Mr.  J.  Q.  Public:  "Of  course  not." 

Mr.  Facts.  "Do  you  know  how 
much  the  public  debt  is  — ?" 

Mr.  Public.   "Oh,  sure,   nearly  40 
billion  dollars." 

Mr.  Facts.    No,  no,    I  mean  per 
person." 

Mr.  Public. 

Mr.  Facts, 
least." 

Mr.  Public, 
$310?" 

Mr.  Facts.    "No,  every  one  owes 

$310." 

Mr.  Public:   "Shucks,   I     do    not 
make  enough  to  pay  income  taxes." 

This  is  when  we  come  in.  The  i- 
dea  is  general  that  if  one  does  not 
pay  income  tax  or  the  like  for  the 
support  of  the  government,  why 
then  one  doesn't  pay  at  all,  or  very 
little.  This  fallacy  has  gained  mo- 
mentum during  recent  years,  with 
the  huge  sums  of  money,  emanating 
from  Washington  and  going  into 
the  laps  of  millions  of  people.  The 
popular  belief  is,  therefore,  that  the 
people  are  receiving  something  for 
nothing  simply  because  they  pay  no 
income  taxes.  Yet  they  are  the  very 
ones,  the  common  people,  who  foot 
the  bill  to  be  paid. 

A  recent  report  of  findings  by  the 
Twentieth  Century  Fund,   an  auth- 


ority on  taxation,  stated:  Although 
in  general,  the  percentage  paid  out 
in  taxes  increases,  as  total  income 
rises,  persons  with  $2,000.00  and 
less,  pay  more  taxes,  proportionate- 
ly, as  their  incomes  decrease." 

The  apathy  of  the  American  peo- 
ple toward  government  finances  is 
appallingly  widespread  today.  When 
deliberate  waste  and  inefficiency  in 
government  continues  writh  outright 
disregard  of  whose  money  is  being 
spent,  it  becomes  all  the  more  evi- 
dent and  unmistakably  clear. 

On  what,  for  instance,  do  people 
in  low-income  brackets,  pay  taxes, 
and  not  lighdy,  either? 

They  pay  taxes  on  various  manu- 
ufactured  goods.  You  listen  to  a  ra- 
dio set,  tax-paid.  You  take  a  picture 
at  a  picnic  and  with  a  tax-paid  cam- 
era. The  sporting  clothes  you  wear 
at  that  picnic  are  tax-paid.  A  tax  is 
slapped  on  the  jewelry  you  wear 
when  you  go  "out."  When  you  see 
Robert  Taylor,  a  tax  is  covered  in 
the  the  admission  price.  The  tooth- 
paste you  used  this  morning  was 
taxed.  Your  shaving  cream,  too,  and 
so  on  and  on. 

Consider  these  facts: 

$6,241,661,000.00  was  the  amount 
of  revenue  collected  by  the  govern- 
ment in  the  last  fiscal  year. 
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Hear  Ye !^^ 


Says  tte  Court  Clerk>  But  M^ko's  TLere? 


By  Haig 

V/hENEVER  "BIG"  AND  "SEN- 
sational"  court  trials  come  up,  al- 
ways there  is  a  huge  crowd  clamor- 
ing to  gain  an  entrance  to  the  court 
room.  The  judge  must  order  special 
regulations  to  cope  with  the  crowd, 
necessarily  to  preserve  decorum  dur- 
ing the  proceeding. 
For  instance,  take  the  trial  of  Jam- 
es J.  Hines,  Tammany  Hall  leader, 
in  New  York  city.  The  average  per- 
son on  the  street  could  not  enter  on 
the  spur  of  the  moment.  A  large  sec- 
tion was  reserved  for  the  unusually 
large  number  of  newspapermen.  One 
had  to  be  at  the  courthouse  building 
bright  and  early — and  then  wait  in 
line.  At  times,  special  passes  were 
needed,  so  large  were  the  lines  of 
persons  there. 

Why  did  this  trial  attract  so  much 
attention?  Because  of  its  political 
significance  and  the  prominance  of 
the  prosecutor  and  defendant.  Many 
were  curious,  others  were  eager  to 
witness  dramatic  occurrences.  The 
people  e.\pect  to  see  things  with  hu- 
man interest,  with  emotional  appeal. 
But  probably  99  per  cent  of  these 
people  only  go  as  spectators,  in  a 
courtroom  to  seek  entertainment  at 
the  kind  of  trials  mentioned.  They 
don't  know  the  first  thing  about  a 
court  of  law.  Outside  of  such  times, 


Anlian. 

when  "sensational"  trials  are  sched- 
uled their  interest  is  one  of  non-chal- 
ance;  whether  the  courts  are  in  ses- 
sion is  no  concern  of  theirs. 

Except  in  the  cited  instances,  how. 
ever,  one  will  find  the  court  rooms 
virtually  empty— not  to  mention  the 
usual  horde  of  lawyers.  Perhaps  a  few 
persons  who  accidentally  stroll  in, 
are  sitting  here  and  there  — that  is 
about  all.  Hence  the  conclusion  can 
be  drawn  that,  as  often  charged,  the 
most  cases  are  argued  and  decided 
in  a  sort  of  semi-vacuum,  that  is,  in 
a  maze  of  technicalities.  The  basis  of 
law  on  precedent  is  vitally  import- 
ant. Nevertheless,  the  tendency  is 
strong,  both  on  the  part  of  the  pre- 
siding judge  and  the  interested  par- 
ties, that  they  saturate  the  air  with 
these  intricacies  as  to  make  a  just 
decision  remote.  With  the  presence 
of  a  substantial-sized  group  of  citi- 
zens, the  human  angle  of  an  issue 
may  not  be  forgotten. 

True  it  is  that  the  citizenry  fre- 
quents the  halls  of  legislative  bodies 
more  so  than  courtrooms,  although 
many  times  the  latter  proves  to  be 
more  important.  This  is  possibly 
because  windy  oratory  and  showy 
gesticulations  are  highly  entertain- 
ing. 

Continued  on  Page  3 
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AMERICAS  PEACE  WAY! 

MINDING  OUR  OWN  BUSINESS 
IS  STILL  OUR  SECURITY 


By  Hai 

America's  traditional  course  In  for- 
eign affairs  lias  been  one  of  independ- 
ence. We  have  been  unwilling  in  the 
past  to  join  in  the  quarrels  that  have 
plagued  the  continent  of  Europe  for 
centuries.  In  one  instance,  however, 
"'h«n  we  did  interfere,  somewhat  inevit 
ably,  we  failed  miserably  to  accomplish 
nything  that  would  place  peace  in  i 
more  pei-manent  niche  of  EJuropean  life. 
That  Instance  was  of  course  th«  Worlc 
War. 

But  now  there  is  an  omnious  and 
ceaseless  campaign  In  the  United  States 
to  put  the  country  once  again  in  the 
eternal  boiling  pot  of  Europe.  For  im- 
perialism and  aggression  have  grown 
again  to  menacing  proportions  on  the 
continent,  which  can  be  attributed  in 
large  part  to  the  blunders  and  in- 
justices enacted  in  the  peace  of  twenty 
years  ago.  Then  the  ci-y  was  to  "make 
*^e  world  safe  for  democracy."  Yef 
the  voices  of  true  democrats  did  not 
prevail  at  the  peace  conferences.  The 
thirst  and  revenge  of  the  war  victors 
dictated  the  peace.  Thus  the  para- 
mount cnuse  of  the  present  precarious 
situation  can   l>e  traced   to  that  source. 

Today  we  nre  told  that  the  demo- 
cracies of  the  world  must  unite  to  com- 
bat the  powei-  of  the  dictatorships 
which  are  threatening  the  peace  of  the 
world.  ^We  are  being  asked  to  take  a 
direct  hiind  in  the  management  of 
world  afr^iirs.  In  September,  1937, 
President  Roosevelt   stated: 


G  Anlian 

"Throughout  our  long  hsitory  we 
Americans  have  rejected  every  sugges- 
tion that  ultimate  security  can  be  as- 
sured by  closing  our  eyes  to  the  fact 
that  whether  we  like  It  or  not  we  are 
part  of  a  large  world  of  other  nations 
and  peoples.  As  such  we  owe  some 
measure  of  cooperation  and  even  lead- 
ership in  maintaining  standards  of 
conduct  helpful  to  the  ultimate  good  of 
general  peace." 

Since  then,  as  events  have  proved, 
the  president  has  been  pursuing  such 
a  policy-  It  may  even  be  said  that 
we  are  going  too  far  in  that  direction. 
No  intelligent,  open-minded  American 
can  deny  that  it  is  our  duty  morally  to 
lend  cooperation  and  even  leadership 
in  the  progress  of  world  affairs.  It 
would  be  foolhardy  for  us  to  stick 
stanchly  to  a  bigoted  policy  of  com- 
plete  isolation. 

But  is  it  not  our  duty  to  go  further 
than  the  moral  question.  For  the 
simple  reason  that  we  as  a  nation  can- 
not afford  to  do  so.  To  lend  economic 
assistance  to  the  so-called  "democ- 
racies" and  then  consider  ourselves 
"neutral"  and  expect  not  to  be  drawn 
into  a  possible  confliot,  is  sheer  folly. 
Alfred  M.  Landon.  1936  presidential 
candidate,   declared   recently: 

"Take  a  look  at  what  this  'economic 
assistance'  means.  We  give  it.  Our 
side  Is  losing.  Will  we  stay  out  then? 
I  am  afraid  not.  If  the  side  we  are 
helping  is  winning,  we  may  be  a.h\e   to 
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THE  POLITICO  POTo 

The  August  POT  missed  the  last 
W^soVs  one  may^b.  considered 

;.eBrJadac.eMt^ou.my^gr^^ 

with  all  who  comPl;"^^'^;*  ^h    ^ 
cal  season  opened  too  s°oa.     J-^ 
What  with  denials  -tc-Pass^^e  a^psrm 
.    Now  for  the  news  as  of  Aug.U 
KEN  WEISER  writes  that  he  has  re- 
KEIN    v»^  ,.      ^^^  &  is  leaving  the  A- 
signed  as  .^.'^'^f  ^  ^^n^ely  for  the  N A- 
APA  P°l^*t^U  be  pro  NA  he  claims 

INFORMER.      Tsk.  ^sk 
should  be    o-^^V^E^AN  is'running 
Roy-  ^"^^^  A  proposed  new 

for  prexy.  member  from 

amendment  would  bar  am  .^ 

seeking    office   untiU  he  has 

AAPA  for  a  year. 
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No.  6  FEBRUARY  1940 


Over  There 

IN  THESE  days  of  censorship  and 
propaganda,  it's  a  relief  to  be  able  to  read 
a  few  items  of  uncensored  news.  The  fol- 
lowing bulletins  eluded  the  official   censors: 

ASHTON,    ENGLAND B  r  i  t  i  s  h 

newspapers  are  appearing  with  only  half 
their  normal  number  of  pages  in  order  to 
conserve  the  nation's  supply  of  newsprint. 
Because  of  the  rising  cost  of  paper,  and  the 
fewer  advertisements  [due  to  the  smaller 
size]  the  prices  of  newspapers  may  be 
doubled  very  shortly.  It  will  then  be  a  case 
of  HALF  as  much  for  TWICE  the  price. 

THE  WAR,  and  military  service  as 
a  whole,  is  the  chief  subject  of  the  cartoons 
appearing  in  John  Bull  and  other  publicat- 
ions, while  the  butt  of  all  joJces  seems  to  he 
the  "Mystery  of  Information." 

MOTORISTS  ON  the  Home  Front 
have  found  their  sport  sadly  curtailed.  Our 
British  correspondent  reports  that  he  is  limit- 
ed to  only   two  gallons   of   petrol   a  month 

and  the  fuel  costs  forty  cents  a  gallon. 

Continued  on  page  four 
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always   knew   I   was  near-sighted, 
but  the  last  straw  was  to  find  that 
Westfielder  Ted  Conover  had   been 
publishing  Scribbles  right  around  the  corner 

from  me  for  a   whole    year! Ye    editor   is 

glad  to  welcome  three  newcomers  to  the 
fold.  Dean  Meredith  broke  into  print  with 
Amateur  Script,  Bob  Smith,  Jr.  inaugurat- 
ed  The   Scarlet   Cloak,   and   Curtis  Tillman 

published  Aurora FLASH!    (Last  month) 

Sid  Cohen  announces  that  he  will  run  for 
the  office  of  UAPA  director  in   the  coming 

election Hyman  Bradofsky  was  awarded 

a  gold  key  in  appreciation  of  the  civic 
services  which  he  rendered  the  city  of  Pom- 
ona during  the   past  year Checking  our 

mailing   list   discloses   five  Smiths,  three 

Johnsons,   and   two  Kings One  of  the 

finest  publications   ever  received — Charles 

King's    Toledo   Spectator Haven't   much 

space,  so  this  is  your  April  Fool  signing  off 
in  a  quick    way 
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Don't  Chase.  Girls 

IN   PS  No.    6 

I  rashly  remarked  that  "Men  are  like  street- 
cars—you've got  to  chase  like  hell  to  catch 
one."  A  flock  of  enraged  females  deluged 
me  with  protests,  and  accused  me  of  being, 
among  other  things,  an  egotist. 

A  woman  read- 
er says:  "I  claim  that  the  men  worth  having 
don't  need  to  be  chased,  and  don't  like  it 
when  they  are.  They  still  like  to  do  their  own 
hunting,  and  the  gal  that  is  really  wise  gets 
Mr  One  Man  quicker  by  keeping  her  eager- 
ness carefully  veiled.  If  she  just  wants  any 
man,  well  that's  a  bit  different,  but  if  she 
is  looking  for  her  ideal  man,  I'd  say  don't 
chase." 

Well,  fellows, 
what  do  you  say-would  you  rather  be  chas- 
ed, or  do  your  own  hunting?  And  what  about 
the  bashful  man?  Don't  forget  that  this  is 
leap  year,  too.  Personally,  I  wouldn't  mind 
being  chased  by  a  certain  nifty  number  out 
in  Hollywood.     (Woo  woo!)  [page  4) 
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Five  Years  Of  This 

By  the  Editor 


r  ERHAPS  the  long-suffering 
readers  of  PS  don't  realize  it,  but  it's  just 
about  five  years  ago  that  Eddie  Reed  and  I 
launched  our  first  printed  issue.  Previously 
The  Post  Script  had  appeared  as  a  pass- 
around  piloted  by  Eddie  Reed  and  Dick  Hard- 
iman,  another  Louisville  amateur. 

Eddie  introduced  me  to  a-jay  in  July  1934, 
when  we  met  through  the  columns  of  The 
Open  Road,  and  after  much  correspondence 
we  made  plans  for  a  printed  magazine. 
Short  of  cash,  as  high  school  boys  always 
are,  we  contacted  various  printers,  and  re- 
ceived our  first  set-back  when  we  found  the 
price  they  wanted  for  an  eight-page  paper. 
All  quoted  on  five  hundred  copies  and  we, 
in  our  ignorance,  estimated  that  we  could 
have  three  hundred  and  fifty  printed  for 
just  seven-tenths  the  cost  of  five  hundred. 
We  were  wrong,  of  course,  and  this  called 
for  many   more  letters  back  and  forth,  and 
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1  1       SPLENDID  QUALiFiCATaOI^JS 

Voting  In  the  first  annual. election 
of  The- Pencorstoria!  Socitly  ends 
FehrLia.y  .17.  Ballots  are  votir'f 
coupons  appear; ng  |n  each  issL.c.  of 
IhispapGr.     Subscribei's    a:e  giver 

^ive  additional  vctes. 

To  date  four  candc'acies  hav? 
been  announced. 

FOR  PRESIDENT 

1.  Roy  Ward,  505  N.  Stout,  Pratt, 
'.ans.  21.  10  pen  pals.  Boy  Scout  7 
yrs.     Ha'-yard   Collsge  astronomers 

I  society.  Methodist.  Would  organ- 
ize lo.^-.  chapters;  use  radio,  news- 
papefb  for  publicity. 

2,  Johnnie  Vagllenti,"  Box    9?; 
League  City.  Tex.    15.  40  pen  pa?s 
Open  Road  Pio-?^'"^  Club.     Exper!- 
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corator^ 


r-,w  ,.,,  pii  j,re  being  TJade  to  .■■  i 
,  A.  A.  P. A.  chapter  i"  To-  '. 
.^  u^.i-f^^  ^^^    '•"-    '    '      jonvcn- 

;ton. 

■.he   world's  largest    cot- 

iround  It  he 

esio..    uglons  in  the   Vvorlo. 

---^ven  mifes  southeast,    45    m;  v 

by  train,   is  the  beautiful  -Ga*- 

iyground    and   beach;,  to 

e  norih  are. the.  lovely  East  Texas 
:s.    Economical    tours   of 
o.orrul,  .vild  ani  wooiy  West  Tex- 
be   arranged.     Visits    to 
'own  newspapers    in  this  sec- 
rove   fascinating  and  ed- 
'«cat»or-  ■ : 
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THE  TIME  BEFORE 

By  Marvin  E.  Doane 
Let    us  give  thanks,   we    'ons   of 


1 


For    humble      home    and    humbl 

birth; 
for  humble  bed  when   night   Vmr  . 

cbrhis? 
For  peace  and   rest  when   day     is 

done; 
For  a  meal  that's  fuH   of   homety  ^ 

cheer, 
'iMth  all    our  loved  ones  gathered 

ihail  a!r  Be  here,  next  year,  this 

date, 
jX  shall  we  make  that  Great  Mis 

take?  ^ 

Oh.  God!  Remind  us  ever  more 
About  the  time-that  time  before. 

'  Cont  on  pgr  6 
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Junior pencoratlsts  in  laps".  "  '- 
land,  Alas: a,  South  Africa,  ^'erlcf , 
France  anr^  the  Uni*sd  States  receive 
benefits  of  the  corresp^ncJ-nc^  :o[- 
umn  corductcd  by  W  at  T  '^c,  r 
non-cJenom?nat!onal  Sunday  Sc^c(! 
weekly. 

Thf  Junior  Me'Ys  3ureau  was  orf- 
sinally  cafled  the  What  To  Do 
letter  Box.     it    was  established  un- 

Ide     !L-'    prasa^nl:  name  in  Der  ^t 

1323. 

As  m3ny  as  200  letters  are  recefv- 
ed  V33kiy.     From   eight   to  ten  an 
ihedineach  iss-jeof   What   Tc 
Oc.  More  letters  are  received  fronv 
^  girls  than  boys. 

Each  child  who  writes  a  letter  m^ 
Cont.  om  pg.  6 
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.  nior  pencoratists  in  Japs'- 
land,  Ahsia,  South  Africa,  .'  -  ". 
France  ar\d  the  United  States  ru  .^-iv 
benefits  of  the  correspond-nc*  r:i- 
tftr^n  corduct'^d  by  W  st  Tc  Dc,  r 
no- denominational  Sunday  Schrc! 
weslciy. 

Th^  Junior  Ne^vs  3'j''"eaw   was  or! 
finally     called     tie  What  To    Do 
L  "t'r  Box.     Jt    was  established  un- 
I  dfei    iU   present  name  in  December, 

J1923. 

As  many  as  200  istters  are  receiv- 
ed weekly,     irrom  eight   to  tan  are 
publsshedin  each  issue  of   What   To 
Do.  More  Se'Aters  are  received  frorr 
girls  than  bogfs. 

!^^^h  child  ^>vho  writes  a  letter  a  hd 
C.ont-  on  Pg.  5 
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WHERE  TS-f^:'^'^F  ^^M 

Thomas  Barrhni'sp    wa^    oreDT*-' 
tc    send   -opfes  of  The    Lyceum 
the    mailer.    He    sealed  the     wit: 
na-es-    'sriB,   ar  he    c?oes    all    h? 
nrnting  jobs,  and  his,  mother   tec' 
♦he  bundle  to  the  post  office. 

A  fci  rth  class  the  package  woulc* 
have  lone  for  100,  The  derk^  IN©w- 
ive;,  said,  "This  package  is  sealed 
and  'S  first  -lass  matter." 

The  papers  probably  were  .ffrsi 
•:!ass.  ^ut  Tnm  regrets  Having  to 
repay  his  nrK>ther  5407 

Next  fail  Hugh  Christiansen  wHI 
havf  ihp  editorship  of  the  scfjool 
newspaper  of  Mi  I  by  Hlgti. 

Bill  Bradfleid  is  planning  a  eiub 
organ  for  the  Pals  Correspondence 


THE  PENCORATISl 

MAY,    1940 

Tats  OF  BUCK    " 

936  Wali  street. 

Lvs  Ange!es.  C^if.,  'JSA 

M^rch  27.  1940- 


T-.    .  .-    .     O 


•vrnjne  tep'snnafs  J»nd  Isy  ^6  '^'•■■ 
Lg  5j>aK  for  three  things-  Tftf^-^''- 
ieoe^apny,  to  Isarn  politics  and  to 
gg^"  .^^eriencp.         These     t^rae 

n;-  b«?gin   to   enumerate 
,  :,^i5  ,    nave  learned    ?n  »?j^ 
graphv   '-"'M  "^^aU  mentlo?^  at  \^^ 

Qr.'  -■  J•.»■ 

i.3ve!  as  £   finof.   Through  a  P3?» 
pal  I  obtssned  several    plctuf®-    '^«' 


I  ■    ■■.. 


THE  •         -^'^^^^     ^IMI 

P    E     N     C     O    R     A    &ld^^S     T 

JULY,  1940  — — -       Sf 

• •• 

7'///^'    HOBBY     OF     CORRESPONDENCE 
III.    SOCIAL  BENEFITS  OF  PENCORATORY 

"Even  in  southern  England  the  majority  of  the  populace  has 
quit  carrying  gas  masks!" 

"How  do  you  know,   Colleen?     I  haven't  read  anything  like 
that  in  the  papers,"  Mable  said. 

"Yes,  but  I've  a  surer  way  of  finding  out  the  facts  of  how 
other  peoples  actually  live." 

"Why,  papers  tell  all  that." 

"Oh  no,  they  don't.  Have  you  ever  heard  ot  international 
pencoratory?" 

"Yes,  but-" 

"That's  your  answer.  Pencoratory  supplies  the  truth,  devoid 
of  prejudice  or  sensationalism.  Since  I've  exchanged  letters  with 
youths  I  have  obtained  a  keener  insight  on  actual  conditions  and 
developed  a  greater  appreciation  of  the  life  and  activity  of  peo- 
ple in  all  nations.  Most  of  the  youths  who  pursue  world-wide 
pencoratory  are  of  the  higher  social  order— intellectually,  at  least. 
By  contact  with  them  I  understand  social  problems,  and  I  have 
associations  with  future  leaders  in  world  society." 

"Society?  Wh3w,  those  correspondents  mast  bj  high  class," 
exclaimed  Mable  with  astonished  enthusiasm. 

Colleen  answered,  "You  have  the  wrong  idea.    By  society   I 
mean  the  relations  of  men  with  one  another,   regardless  of  class, 
continued  on  page  eight 
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OLD   GLORY!  by  C.  M.  Truesdell 

"Long  May  She  Wave" 

« 

EFORE  ME.  "Old  Glory"  proudly  flutters  and  rustles  under  a    gentle 
breeze,  as  if  proclaiming  the  freedom  of  our  vast  country  to  admiring 
eyes.  Would  you  like  to  know  what  I  saw  in  that  beloved  flag    as    it 
swayed  and  rustled  in  the  wind? 

I  saw  Washington's  men  at  Valley  Forge,  struggling  for  the  cause  of 
independence,  while  the  blood  oozed  from  their  bare  feet  as  they  crunched 
the  biting  snow  beneath  them.  I  saw  Lincoln  the  emancipator,  determined  to 
sustain  his  conscientious  principles  that  his  nation  might  have  a  noble  life.  I 
saw  brawn  of  our  country,  go  marching  off  to  foreign  lands  to  hold  a 
rendezvous  with  death. 

Then  came  Armistice  Day  and  the  boys  came  home.  A  mighty  avalanche 
of  the  knights  of  "No  Man's  Land"  poured  down  Broadway  amid  surges  of 
unbonded  enthusiasm  by  patriots  and  loved  ones.  Suddenly,  I  beheld  the 
small  bent  frame  of  a  little  old  lady.  Tears  were  streaming  down  her  wrinkled 
cheeks.  She  had  given  her  all  for  country.  Somewhere  out  there  beneath  the 
poppy-studded  surface  of  Flanders  Fields  his  body  reposed  in  an  unmarked 
grave.  Yes,  that  was  her  gift,  an  only  son,  given  in  the  true  spirit  of  America. 
Among  scalding  tears  were  mingled  tears  of  pride  which  seemed  to  say,  "I'm 
glad  I  could  give  something-something  worth  while."  Here  was  real  victory! 
Victory,  paid  for  in  human  souls.  (Continued  in  next  issue.) 
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With  folded  hands  in  lap. 
Sit.  resigned  to  Fate; 
It  matters  not  'that  chaos  reign 
And  young  hearts  cannot  wait. 

Patiently,  like  Buddha,  ait. 
Bow  stubborn  heads  to  Fate; 
For,  so  I've  oft  times  heard  it  said. 
All  things  come  to  those  who  wait. 


— Pearl  Groopman. 
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DAYS  WITHOUT  END 

Bless  the  night. 

As  the  twilight  follows  the  setting  sun, 

I  bless  the  night; 

Another  day  is  done.  # 

A  sleepless  night— 

So  as  the  morning  comes  to  life  with  dawn 

Long  awaited, 

I  bless  the  morn,  another  night  has  gone. 

I  wish  away  the  night. 

Yet  day  must  be  lived  through  — Pearl  Groopman, 

To  yet  another  night  268  E.  South  St., 

Without  you.  Wilkes-Barre,  Pa. 

TRUE  FRIENDSHIP 

A  ship  was  launched       ^' 

into  the  sea,  r 

Unmindful  of, 

its  destiny; 
Tossed  by  the  winds 

of  discontent, 
•  She  knew  not  where  her  • 

course  was  bent. 
A  wave  of  courage, 

brushed  her  side. 
The  sun  of  Friendship 

'came  her  guide; 
She  passed  the  gales 

with  colors  bright,       — Mrs.  Mabel  M.  Forrer, 
Reflections  of  the  Sun's         1815  Sunset  Avenue, 

true  light.  Springfield,  Ohio. 
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Another  day  is  done.  ADR  OqiQJJ 

A  sleepless  night-  '^^'^  ^ ^VW 

So  as  the  morning  comes  to  life  with  dawn  

Long  awaited,  ^SeMMP 

I  bless  the  morn,  another  night  has  gone.  't 

I  wish  away  the  night, 

Yet  day  must  be  lived  through  P^nrl  n^ 

To  yet  another  night  ^  26  J p  ^n    T^?' 

Without  you.  JP.f.^-  "i^"^^  Si: 

^ Wilkes-Barre,  Pa. 

TRUE  FRIENDSHIP  ,' 

A  ship  was  launched 

into  the  sea. 
Unmindful  of, 
its  destiny: 
Tossed  by  the  winda 
of  discontent, 
•  She  knew  not  where  her 

course  was  bent. 
A  wave  of  courage, 
brushed  her  side. 
The  sun  of  Friendship 
^  came  her  guide; 
bhe  passed  the  gales 

Rrfl^Stfotlr^f'tTelun-a-^il/i^l^'  ^/o"". 
true  light.  "%%"if%.ro"HZ: 
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THE  MILWAUKEE  CONVENTION 

The  Milwaukee  1940  Convention  will  be  held  at  the 
YMCA  meeting  rooms,  633  North  4th  St.  The  exact  dates 
will  be  July  5-6-7. 

Richard  S-  Davis,  veteran  columnist  whose  "And  so  it 
Goes"appears  daily  in  the  Milwaukee  Journal  has  accepted 
2U1  invitation  to  address  the  banquet.  A  trip  through  the 
Journal  plant,  a  low-cost  concert  featuring  Lily  Pons,  an 
afternoon  quiz  in  ajay,  and  a  banquet  will  be  featured. 

A  complete  convention  plan  and  schedule  will  appear  in 
either  the  April  or  May  bundles.  A  daily  newspaper  will  be 
published  at  the  meet.     

AJAY  LIBRARIES 

Last  week  two  collections  of  amateur  journals  repre- 
senting the  American  Amateur  Press  Association  were 
placed  in  Wisconsin  libraries.  Approximately  200  different 
journals  were  included  in  each  collection;  one  of  which  went 
to  the  Milwaukee  Public  Library,  the  second  to  the  Green 
Bay  Kellogg  Public  Library. 

These  figures  and  facts  themselves  do  not  sound  impres- 
sive. In  themselves  they  are  not  impressive.  The  important 
fact  is  that  the  records  of  the  A. A. P. A.  have  been  placed 
in  a  permanent  resting  place.  From  time  to  time  the  Wis- 

Con't.  on  page  4 
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THE  MILWAUKEE  CONVENTION 

The  Milwaukee  1940  Convention  will  be  held  at  the 
YMCA  meeting  rooms,  633  North  4th  St.  The  exact  dates 
will  be  July  5-6-7. 

Richard  S-  Davis,  veteran  columnist  whose  "And  so  it 
Goes"appears  daily  in  the  Milwaukee  Journal  has  accepted 
an  inviiation  to  address  the  banquet.  A  trip  through  the 
Journal  plant,  a  low-cost  concert  featuring  Lily  Pons,  an 
afternoon  quiz  in  ajay,  and  a  banquet  will  be  featured. 

A  complete  convention  plan  and  schedule  will  appear  in 
either  the  .April  or  May  bundles.  A  daily  newspaper  will  be 
published  at  the  meet.     

AJAY  LIBRARIES 

Last  week  two  collections  of  amateur  journals  repre- 
senting the  American  Amateur  Press  Association  were 
placed  in  Wisconsin  libraries.  Approximately  200  different 
journals  were  included  in  each  collection;  one  of  which  went 
to  the  Milwaukee  Public  Library,  the  second  to  the  Green 
Bay  Kellogg  Public  Library. 

These  figures  and  facts  themselves  do  not  sound  impres- 
sive. In  themselves  they  are  not  impressive.  The  important 
fact  is  that  the  records  of  the  A.A.P.A.  have  been  placed 
in  a  permanent  resting  place.  From  time  to  time  the  Wis- 

Con't.  on  page  4 
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COLUMBUS  pIRCJtrE- 

By    WALTER  VQLL 

From  seven  to  eleven  o'clock  nightly,  you  can  hear  and  see  the 
wierdest  gathering  of  soapbox  orators  and  exponents  of  crackpot 
theories  in  all  New  York.  Believed  by  many  to  be  one  of  the  best  free 
exhibitions  in  the  big  city,  the  vox  pop-offs  in  Columbus  Circle  talk 
about  as  many  varied  topics  as  there  are  stars.  Some  of  the  topics 
heard  on  one  summer  evening  werepolitics,  health,  religion,  astrology 
mathematics,  philosophy,  science,  and  poetry. 

At  seven  o'clock  each  evening,  the  orators  put  up  their  soap  box- 
es and  their  American  flags;  the  motley  crowd  begins  to  gather  and 
the  verbel  battle  is  on.  Very  often,  before  the  evening  is  over,  people 
who  came  merely  to  listen,  find  themselves  in  a  violent  argument 
with  some  neighbor.  These  are  often  the  most  interesting  as  they  are 
entirely  extemporaneous,  the  participants  having  no  previous  know, 
sedge  of  the  subject  of  argument. 

The  star  of  the  Columbus  Circle  Players  is  admittedly  'Porkch- 
op'  Charley.  He  doesn't  stand  for  any  'ism'  but  talks  to  earn  his 
supper.  When  he  has  made  $3.15,  he  quits.  He  talks  about  what  he 
would  do  if  he  were  mayor.  To  quote  him,  "There'll  be  wine  running 
from  every  faucet,  and  all  boxcars  will  be  heated".  Next  in  import- 
ance is  the  "Blind  Poet".  Not  preaching  any  'ism',  he  advocatet  the 
philosophy  of  brotherly  love  and  the  necessity  of  hving  in  harmony. 
Another  speaker  does  rapid  calculations  on  a  blackboard  and  sells  a 
pamphlet  on  how  to  succeed  in  life.  The  "Christian  Front"  speak- 
ers and  those  protesting  the  spread  of  anti-Semitism  screech  and 
Continued  on  Page  2. 
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A-  r  W     a  H  ^  /  By   WflLTEB  YOLL 

From  seven  to  eleven  o'clock  nigfitly,  you  can  hear  and  see  the 
wierdest  gathering  of  soapbox  orators  and  exponents  of  crackpot 
theories  in  all  New  York.  Believed  by  many  to  be  one  of  the  best  free 
exhibitions  in  the  big  city,  the  vox  pop-offs  in  Columbus  Circle  talk 
about  as  many  varied  topics  as  there  are  stars.  Some  of  the  topics 
heard  on  one  summer  evening  were  politics,  health,  religion,  astrology 
mathematics,  philosophy,  science,  and  poetry. 

At  seven  o'clock  each  evening,  the  orators  put  up  their  soap  box- 
es and  their  American  flags;  the  motley  crowd  begins  to  gather  and 
the  verbel  battle  is  on.  Very  often,  before  the  evening  is  over,  people 
who  came  merely  to  listen,  find  themselves  in  a  violent  argument 
with  some  neighbor.  These  are  often  the  most  interesting  as  they  are 
entirely  extemporaneous,  the  participants  having  no  previous  know. 
sedge  of  the  subject  of  argument. 

The  star  of  the  Columbus  Circle  Players  is  admittedly  'Porkch- 
op*  Charley.  He  doesn't  stand  for  any  'ism'  but  talks  to  earn  his 
supper.  When  he  has  made  $3.15,  he  quits.  He  talks  about  what  he 
would  do  if  he  were  mayor.  To  quote  him,  "There'll  be  wine  running 
from  every  faucet,  and  all  boxcars  will  be  heated".  Next  in  import- 
ance is  the  "Blind  Poet".  Not  preaching  any 'ism',  headvocatet  the 
philosophy  of  brotherly  love  and  the  necessity  of  living  in  harmony. 
Another  speaker  does  rapid  calculations  on  a  blackboard  and  sells  a 
pamphlet  on  how  to  succeed  in  life.  The  "Christian  Front"  speak- 
ers and  those  protesting  the  spread  of  anti-Semitism  screech  and 
Continued  on  Page  2. 
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WINTER  SHEEP 

By  Geraldine  Shavelson 

The  sky  dropp»ed  silence  in  big  white  flakes. 
And  lulled  the  earth  to  sleep. 
And  shrouded  all  man's  uncouth  mistakes 
With  flocks  of  drowsing  sheep. 

(AAPA  CREDENTIAL) 

THE  MAILMAN'S  DAY  OFF 

By  Walter  Windshield 

Overjoyed  at  a  day's  vacation  from  a  mail  route  which 
included  too  many  amateur  journalists,  our  mailman 
Mack  and  his  wife  Kay  set  out  for  the  green  countryside 
and  a  hike  before  it  got  any  colter.  Over  his  wife's 
objections.  Mack  picked  his  trail,  explaining,  "The  ennis 
not  far  away."  Soon  they  found  the  trail  was  popular; 
they  met  Mack's  taylor,  digging  a  hole  who  in  answer  to 
their  question  answered,  "I'm  looking  for  goldman!" .  The 
weaver,  looking  ivise,  nodded  affirmation. 

Soon  they  entered  the  wood  and  met  a  huge  bear. 
"Don't  worry,"  in  a  Foe-like  manner.  "I'll  trainer  and 
iyler  up  with  this  rope!" 

(Continued  on  Page  4) 
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A  few  months  from  this  writing  the  voters  of  the 
United  States  are  scheduled  to  visit  the  pel  s  and  make 
known  their  choice  of  a  national  leader  for  the  years 
,94^44.  If  such  a  ballot  takes  place-and  there  >s  every 
eason  to  believe  that  it  wont  if  this  country  happens  ^o 
be   at  V.ar   in  November-one   wonders   just    what    the 

'^^tetf  tuition  is  whether  or  not  we  have  absorbed 
theies  on  of'the  last  war.  Shall  we  be  deluded  agam  by 
the  cry^He  kept  us  out  of  war."  even  as  steps  are  bexng 

^^'C^^^'Se^tSTSunited  States   be  if 

SS  wf:JouTd'c':linS  Sne%n   the   position   of 
jrryapprehensivenjsthatwea.e^^^^^^^^^^ 

jErSt  wi'deXe'dTne':^   GeLany  if  they 
had  not  counted  on  our  support. 

(Continued  on  Page  4) 
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edaUel  e.  Ueumxm 

By  Wm.  H.  Groveman 

The  passing  of  Charles  C.  Heuman  makes  the  fact 
more  evident  that  the  true  old  guard  of  amateur  journal- 
ism are  today  very  few.  Heuman  may  have  been  the 
oldest  amateur  journalist  in  point  of  service  up  to  his 
death.  He  entered  the  'Dom  in  1871  after  reading  about 
It  in  Oliver  Optic's  Magazine    and    published     the 

mTpa'-  '.i^v^^^f  *=°"'^  ^^^^  been  President  of  the 
NAPA  in  1877  if  he  had  so  desired,  for  over  three 
hundred  amateurs  of  the  time  signed  a  petition  favoring 
him.  He  was  a  member  of  the  very  first  organization  the 
Amateur  Press  Association  of  1869.  organized  by  J.  Blair 
ocribner,  son  of  the  famous  publisher. 

Since  the  founding  of  the  Fossils  Heuman  had  played 
a  prominent  part  in  the  affairs  of  that  organization  and 
iQiTm.1  ^^','?^'?^ '"  1905-1906  and  Official  Editor  in 
IVIi-1913.  He  died  on  the  very  eve  of  the  recent  con- 
vention of  the  NAPA  in  Philadelphia.  He  had  attended 
most  of  the  Fossil  reunions  up  until  1938.  ill  health  keep- 
ing him  from  the  last  two. 

In  business  Heuman  was  an  official  of  the  Maltine  Co 
having  retired  many  years  ago.  He  was   about   82   years 
old  at  his  death. 
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SAY  THAT 


Linton  Clark  is  right!!  What  good  are  associates?  Do 
they  write?  edit?  print?  publish?  The  answer  to  all  of 
these  questions  is  NO.  Associate  membership  is  just  a 
place  for  inactives  to  roost.  Very  few  of  them  even 
correspond.  If  we  abolish  associate  membership  we  shall 
have  a  wholly  active  organization;  or  at  least  it  will 
supposedly  be  active. 

And  speaking  of  activity;  at  a  recent  meeting  of  the 
Metchaps  it  was  argued  as  to  what  constitutes  activity. 
Is  it  merely  publishing?  Would  attendance  at  chapter 
meetings  be  considered?  What  about  writing? 

If  a  person  is  to  be  active,  a  decision  must  be  reached 
as  to  what  activity  is.  To  date  we  have  allowed  the  sec'y- 
to  decide  this  and  so  he  had  control  over  who  remained 
in  the  organization.  This  system,  I  believe,  is  entirely 
wrong. 

My  proposal  is  for  each  member  to  be  assigned  to  a 
(Continued  on  Page  4) 
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SECOND  GENERATION 

BY  WILLIAM  HERBERT  GROVEMAN 

i-  3^'    l"j  l*"*^   ^^^   ^^^    •>«"•    thought   Tommy     The 

had  flnol  ^T"  f '"^  °"o°y  ^"^^^  y«*  t^^y  had  hardly 
had  a  look  at  the  Jerries.  Only  machines,  the  incessant 
bombmgs  and  the  bhtzkrieg  assaults  by  enemy  motorLTd 
units.  And  now  that  the  Belgians  had    surrendered    there 

SeToi'2iiiSe'°   '"    -'-'  '°    ^-'^^^^    --^    - 
Suddenly  a  roar  was  heard  in  the  sky  and  the  anti-air- 
craft guns  began  to  go  off.  A  Nazi  plane  flared  in  the  sky. 

f  U  /%*  ^^P,ST"?'"S-  ^"'"'"y  '^"rsed  the  appeasers 
who  had  allowed  H,tler  to  build  so  mighty  an  afrTrce 
Now.  when  the  real  need  for  planes  had  come,  there  were 
none  To  thmk  that  h.s  father  had  died  years  before  [n 
Handers  m  order  to  crush  Prussianism  and  now.  by  stupid 

ears?'  ^^^    hgbtmg   an    unnecessary     fight    25 

The  German  planes  came  closer.  Suddenly  they   wore 
over  the    retreatmg  British  and    the   men    scattered     for 

w^Jf  n°'"'"^'^'^^^^'^^^   ^".^    h°PP^^    't.    The  bombs 
were  fallmg  very  close  now  and  he  lay  flat  on  the   ground 

(Continued  on  Page  4) 
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May  this  be  the  merriest  of  all  Merry   Christ-  ' 
mas's   for   you.  May  it  bring  you  the   "mosta  of 
the  besta." 

May  the  coming  year  bring  peace  to  this 
troubled  world.  May  our  beloved  America  stay 
free  from  war  and  hold  the  torch  of  freedom  high 
for  a  world  in  chains  to  look  at. 

May  our  own  little  world  of  amateurdom  be 
blessed  with  great  activity  and  friendliness.  May 
that  you  attend  the  AAPA  convention  next 
summer. 

Merry  Christmas,  friend! 

^obsrt  Ji^lliJg  ^mitlt,    ^x. 
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Devoted  to  the  cause  of  helpless,   groping  htuxiaruty'' 
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1940 


An  UouA.  WM.  Unl  £&ene,^ 

For  several  years  the  United  has  been  hearing  a  lot 
about  Unk  Ebenezer  and  Alfalfa  Korners.  And  we've  all 
seen  copies  of  the  Tiny  Magazine.  While  meeting  all  the 
real  ajays  in  The  Windy  City.  I  stopped  at  Alfalfa 
Korners  for  for  a  long  chat  with  Unk. 

His  real  name  is  Meserve  and  he  once  practiced 
dentistry.  Now  you  will  find  the  A.  F.  Meserve  dental 
laboratory  listed  in  the  telephone  directory.  About  thirteen 
years  ago.  Unk  was  writing  "News  from  Alfalfa  Korners" 
for  The  Daily  News.  Once  he  contributed  a  jingle  un- 
signed, and  the  editor  put  the  name  of  Ebenezer  at  the 
end  of  it.  So  he  continued  to  submit  material  for  pub- 
lication under  that  name.  Not  long  afterward,  he  became 
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august, 


nineteen  forty 


g  your  foreign  rfil 


Have  you  a  f-reigi.    correspondent  who,    due 
•  to  increased  postal  rates,  finds  it  difficult  to  keep 
his  letters  answered  promptly? 

You  can  help  him  considerably  and  at  the 
same  time  be  sure  of  quick  answers  to  your 
letters  by  purchasing  International  Reply  Cou- 
pons at  your  post  office-it  handles  them.  These 
coupons  can  be  exchanged  for  stamps  to  the 
necessary  amount  for  a  reply. 


••t 


1  HE  A  l£TT£»  FRiitt  TOM  MlMIJiE, "^ "T' 

an  outstanding  Canadian  penioratin 
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169   Wentworth  St. 
Hamilton,    Ont , 

Dear    editor,  } 

I  would  like  to  join  The  Pencoratorial  Society 
and  am  sending  in  my  dues  for  a  year. 

First  of  slA  I  think  I  will  describe  myseli  so 
fellow  members  will  know  som.  thinu  about  me. 
I  am  5'  h"  tall,  have  brown  hair  and  brown 
eyes.      I  was  18  years  of  age  on  Sept     8th. 

I  am  very  fond  of  all  kinds  of  ball  games,  ice 
and  roller  skating,  hockey  and  toboggan  riding- 
Last  year  I  was  captain  of  our  school  hockey 
team. 

Since  writing  to  pen  pals  I  have  started  the 
hobbies  of  collecting  posi,  card  views,  souvenirs, 
view  folders  and  snapshots.  I  have  a  very  fin  e 
collection  of  each  In  my  post  card  collection  I 
have  over  5200  cards  with  no  two  alike.  Ttiey 
are  from  every  state  in  the  U.  S  A.,  every  prov- 
ince  in  Canada  and  around  50  foreign   countries- 

I  think  writing  to  pen  pals  all  over  the  world 
is  an  excellent  hobby.  It  is  also  very  education- 
al. I  know  I  have  heard  of  things  I  never  Knew 
existed  before. 

No  doubt  many  of  the  pencoratists  who  read 
thi8--if  it  is  ever  published-  think  of  Canada  as  a 
very  cold  country.  It  is  practically  the  same  as 
any  of  the  northern  States.  One  reads  of  it  be 
ing  30  or  40  degrees  below  zero  in  some  sections 
during  the  winter  months.  Thi»,  of  course,  is 
true  but  is  not  so  bad  as  it  sounds.  The  climate 
is  dry  and  cold,  ana  one  does  not  feel  it  as  bad  as 
concluded  on  page    4 


•  ■  .  .September,  1940 


!^W 


PN  4927 


#in 


PEOPLE' SUN 


An  Independent  Journal  Founded  1083 


Vol.  5 


UNION  CITY,  N.  J.,  DECEMBER  1940. 


No.  101 


THE  CRIPPLED  CLOCK 


This  Story  May  Better  One 
About   the  Cat's   Nine   Lives 

By  HAIG  ANLIAN 


PR2i)1944 


Certain  things  in  every 

household  will  "grow"  on  one,  so  to 
speak.  An  old  rocking  chair,  for 
instance,  may  not  fit  in  with  the 
mode  of  a  living  room,  yet  many 
homes  have  one.  The  same  is  true 
with  an  old  desk  or  an  old  bed  or  an 
old  lamp  or  an  old  phonograph. 
They  cling  to  a  home  for  no  spec- 
ial reason — just  that  we  get  accus- 
tomed to  them  and  learn  to  cherish 
them.  In  our  home  there's  one  item 
that  has  a  magic  life. 
The  subject  is  a  clock,  an  ordinary 
alarm  clock  but  a  clock  that  won't 
tell  time  for  us  unless  it  is  placed  up 
side  down.  Perhaps  this  isn't  true 
always.  But  myth  or  no  myth,  its 
place  in  our  home  is  undisputed. 
Why  the  day  wouldn't  be  just  right 
until  we  "studied"  the  face  of  this 
strangely  fascinating  piece  for  a  few 
moments. 

It  has  had  a  rather  tumultuous  his- 
tory. About  twelve  years  ago  we 
received  it  as  a  premium  with  a  cou- 
ple of  pairs  of  shoes.  It  was  not 
worth   the  price  of  even  a  regular 


alarm  clock.  Its  mechanism  was 
protected  with  a  frame  of  bakelite, 
not  very  durable. 

Some  years  passed  and  as  is  custom, 
ary  with  such  household  articles,  it 
received  terriflic  punishment.  One 
day  the  bakelite  frame  started  to 
crack.  Eventually  the  entire  frame 
collapsed  into  several  pieces.  We 
repaired  the  frame  by  keeping  it  to- 
gether with  rubber  bands.  Then, 
for  some  reason  unknown  to  us  lay- 
men, the  clock  failed  to  tick  very 
long  after  we  wound  the  spring.  We 
picked  it  up  indiscriminately  and 
shaked  it  without  effect.  In  disgust 
we  placed  it  back  on  the  mantle 
none  too  gentlly.  As  we  began  to 
walk  away,  we  heard  the  clock  tick 
vigorously.  We  turned  around  and 
noticed  that  it  was  up  side  down. 
We  knew  then  that  we  would  have 
to  observe  its  delicate  'idiosyncrasy.' 
Several  years  ago  we  threw  out  the 
old  thing  when  we  bought  a  new, 
and  good  alarm  clock.  But  the  next 
day,  we  saw  the  worn  time  keeper 
back  on  the  mantle.    Father  had  re- 

(Coniinutd  on  pa(«  3) 
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Greetings,    Fellow  Amateurs'. f"* 


CM 

or 


i  trust  that  you  will  regard  th|^  message  as  personal,  even  though  it 
is  mimeographed.   It  is  written  with  the  idea  of  reaching  the  entire 
membership  by  means  of  this  single  letter  in  the  bundle. 

"le   have  been  receiving  various  comments  about  the  September  bundle. 
The  main  peeve  is  the  one  against  circulating  national  political  liter- 
ature through  our  mailing  bureau.   I  agree  that  the  manuscript  in  ques- 
tion was  not  an  amateui^  journal.   V7e  must  avoid  such  misuse  of  our  mail- 
ing bureau,  either  by  expecting  such  manuscripts  to  be  circulated 
through  it,  or  by  sending  advertisements  to  be  mailed  from  Seattle. 

The  last  month  ov   so  has  shown  a  slacking  up  of  journals  being 
published.   If  we  get  our  papers  printed  and  in  to  the  mailer  before 
the  15th  of  each  month,  the  non-amateur  material  will  be  crowded  out. 
Let  us  put  forth  an  unanimous  effort  to  publish  more  and  more  journals. 
'Z:j.at  is  what  journalistn  is-'--Vi/RITING'.   Many  good  little  journals  appear 
once  or  twice,  and  then  are  discontinued.   The  editors-  of  these  journals 
will  be  encouraged  to  renew  their  activities  if  you  will  drop  them  a 
line  to  let  them  knov/  that  you  read  their  papers.   There  are  many  of  our 
members  who  have  never  yet  tried  to  print  or  publish  a  paper.  Finances 
may  stand  in  the  way,  but  tiiree  or  four  amateurs  can  band  together  and 
put  out  a  neat  little  paper  for  a  small  cost  to  each. 

At  any  rate,  it  is  fall,  the  time  of  year  when  v/e  begin  to  settle 
down  to  hard  work,  and  I  am  sure  there  v;ill  be  revivals  among  ovr 
journals  as  well  as  oui"  journalists. 

Whether  you  live  some  distance  from  other  writers,  or  are  in  one  of 
the  key  cities  where  clubs  are  located,  you  can  be  a  vibrant  part  of 
this  great  organization  by  writing  cards  and  letters  to  your  officers 
and  fellow  members.   Already,  we  have  a  network  of  correspondence  in 
our  group  that  cannot  be  equalled  by  any  other  such  association. 

By  being  active  all  year,  either  printing,  publishing,  or  v/riting,  you 
are  preparing  yourself  for  the  time  when  it  v/ill  be  your  privilege  to 
attend  the  national  convention.  Your  officers  are  putting  every  effort 
into  their  respective  duties  to  make  this  a  firmly  knit  organization 
for  the  benefit  of  the  membership  as  a  v/hole .   Three  hundred  of  us 
working  together  for  the  cause  of  freedom  of  the  press  through  amateur 
journalism  will  not  have  worked  in  vain. 

Wishing  each  and  every  member  of  the  United  Amateur  Press  Association 
of  America  continued  success,  I  remain 

Sincerely, 

BESSIE  BARNES 
724  W.  Sharp  Avenue 
Spokane,  Washington  President  of  the  U.A.P.A.A. 
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to  SoufieTO  Per^  ^'*nadian  border 

Just  who  wpit>  f  i>„ 
tects  that  buiJuhemf"""'  *'-«*»i- 
defmiteJy  Attc,r,,?,  i  ^  "°t  f^own 
to  identify  a  r.'^f^^^^e  beenmade 

^;o'-J^  of  one  mys  erio^"""'*'  =^  the 
pie  called  mo^dbur,«'-^r  "^  Peo- 
ern  archaeoJogisVt^  ^'  ''"*  ™od- 
card  this  theofv  An^*""^'"^^  ^'S" 
North  America^-  te"^"  of  the 
-ve  credit  for  r^oT^CVrL 
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AAPA 'candidates  FOR  mv 

R.  BRANDT  -  PRES. 

In  a  letter  to  the  POT  Ralph  Brandt 
o  Houston,  Texas  outlined  his  1941 
platform.  Confident  of  a  victory  he  is 
ready  for  ACTION  i 

WEISER  -  FIRST  V.  P. 

Ken  Weiser,  who  as  a  dark  horse  in 
40  garnered  plenty  of  unexpected  vo- 
tes, announced  that  he  will  run  for  the 
office  of  1st  Vice  Pres.  Ken  suggests 
the  probablity  of  a  HARMONY  tick- 
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"CORNELIUS  JONES  IS  MY 
MAN  FOR  CLUB  AND  CHAPTER 
MGR.  HE  WILL  GIVE  US  SER- 
VICE. JHAT'S  WHAT  WE 

SERVICE-ALL  AMERICAN 


nCUBiUUrYOf 
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INTEGRITY  FORSAKEN 

Integrity  means  being  true 
to  yourself  and  what  y(>u 
believe.  Many  people,  with 
the  necessity  of  earning} a 
living,  cannot  afFord  to  be 
true  to  themselves.  They  po        «•» 
what  is  expected  of  them,  ind 
to  hold  their  jobs,  they  forfeit 
integrity:    what    they    are  and 
what  they  believe.  Often  they  close 
their   eyes 


TYPE 
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to  all  decency  and  honor 
because  they  are  cogs  in  the  wheel  of  large  organizations 
that  are  powerful  enough  to  crush  them  mercilessly  if 
they  get  out  of  line  the  least  bit. 

So  many  people,  especially  in  cities,  are  so  econom- 
ically insecure  (others  are  always  ready  to  fill  their  jobs) 
,  tTiat  they  are  forced  to  resign  their  spiritual  convictions 
.  by  becoming  yes  men.  They  close  their  eyes  to  situa- 
^(^ions  involving  dishonor,  evasion,  malpractice,  and  'pull- 
ing the  wool'  over  others'  ej^es.  One  conception  of  free- 
dom for  the  common  man  has  always  been  to  be  able  to 
look  all  men  in  the  eye,  to  vote  honestly,  and  to  express 
FOURTH     EDITION  AUGUST    1941 
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BENSON  ELECTED  PRESIDENT 


Journalists 

The  Pennsylvania  ajays 
Who  edit  print  and  write 
Aside  from  work,  in  vale  and 

town 
Toil  gladly  in  the  night. 

Though  words  are  always  all 

their  tools, 
Five  Ws  they  will  use; 
The  Who  the    What,    Where 

When  and  Why, 
When  writiBg  up  the  news. 

--Savilla  J.  Slothower. 


Tamaqua,  Feb.  20.  Robert 
W.  Benson  of  Tamaqua, 
was  unanimously  elected 
to  succeed  Ken  Weiser  as 
President  of  the  Penna. 
Amateur  Journalists. 


Presidential  Message... 

I,  the  newly  elected  President  of 
the  Pennsylvania  Amateur  Journal- 
ists, wish  to  thank  each  and  every 
member  who  voted  for  me. 

I  will  do  my  very  best  to  make 
the  orEanization  continue  a  success 
and  hope  that  it  will  be  much  larger 
and  stronger  when  my  term  expires. 

—Robert  W.  Benson. 
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By  Al  Ross 

UTHORS   are    queer  people.  I  once  heard   of   one 
who  was  unable  to  write  unless  his  feet  were  in  hot 

water;    another    who  had  to  have    his    desk    piled 

sky-high  with  reference  books  and  such.  There  are  many 
other  cases  on  record.  Nevertheless,  all  authors,  whether 
maniacs,  professors,  or  H.  G.  Wellers,  serve  only  one 
purpose:  to  enlighten  the  world  by  means  of  the  written 
word. 

Booth  Tarkington,  Bojer  (the  gentleman  from  Norway), 
Kenneth  Roberts,  and  countless  others,  have  had  to  work 
many,  many  solemn  hours  in  a  shut-up  room,  eating  only 
now  and  then.  They  have  had  to  waste  many  precious 
years  on  manuscripts  which  never  sold,  and  receive 
countless  rejections  until  they  couldn't  look  another 
(Continued  on  Page  4) 
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TRIVIAL  OBSTACLE 

By  Ralph  Brandt 

((ffin'l^WO  entire  years  at  the  university  is  a  long  time 
Ea.^  to  endure,  especially  when  you  aren't  able  to 
go  home  even  once,"  thought  Ernest,  bls  he  sat  with  his 
feet  propped  on  the  porch  railing.  "I  haven't  seen  any  of 
the  gang  all  this  time.  I  know  what  I  ought  to  do,  date 
Helen.  She  was  always  hard  to  date,  but  I'm  pretty  sure 
I'll  manage  it."  He  went  into  the  house  and  dialed  Helen's 
number. 

"Hello,"  spoke  a  voice  from  the  other  end  of  the  line. 

"Helen?" 

"Yes." 

"This  is  Ernest." 

"Ernest  Morrow?"  resounded  an  excited  voice. 

"Yeah.    I  just  got  in    from  the  university  last  night. 
Say,  Helen,  how  about  a  date  tonight?" 
(Continued  on  Page  4) 


PHILCOLMNIST 


VOL.  I.  NO.  2.  *  JUNL.194U 

Convention  Bound 

Im  planning  to  be  in  Louisville  to  attend  the  con- 
vention, and  look  forward  to  renewing  acquaintanceship 
with  those  I  met  at  the  Jersey  City  Convention  in  iV. 
and  meeting  so  many  members  who  so  for  are  names-but 
not  strangers.  My  pleasant  memories  of  39  give  me  a 
sense  of  anticipation. 

The  laudable  and   powerful   publicity   in   the    many 
,    journals-not  least  are  those  write-ups  in  the  LAPC  papers 
and  the    intensely  interesting  Release  No.  1  m   the  April 
bundle-have   keyed  me  up  to  the  point  where  I    want    to 
attend,  and  also  see  Louisville. 

I  was  particularly  intrigued  at  learning  of  the  Louis- 
ville natural  air  conditioning  by  wells,  and  I'm  eager  to 
make  a  first  hand  survey. 

I  shall  also  make  a  different  type  of  scientific 
survey-to  learn  whether  1  like  Kentucky  made  mmt  juleps 
better  than  the  Quaker  City  variety. 
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Convention  Bound        -5^ 


Im  planning  to  be  in  UuisviUe  to  attend  the  con- 
vention, and  look  forward  to  renewing  acquaintanceship 
with  those  I  met  at  the  Jersey  City  Convention  in  '39. 
and  meeting  so  many  members  who  so  for  are  names-but 
not  strangers.  My  pleasant  memories  of  '39  give  me  a 
sense  of  anticipation. 

The  laudable  and   powerful   publicity  in  the   many 
journals-not  least  are  those  write-ups  in  the  LAPC  papers 
and  the   intensely  interesting  Release  No.  1  in  the  April 
bundle-have   keyed  me  up  to  the  point  where  I    want    to 
attend,  and  also  see  Louisville. 

I  was  particularly  intrigued  at  learning  of  the  Louis- 
ville natural  air  conditioning  by  wells,  and  I'm  eager  to 
make  a  first  hand  survey. 

I  shall  also  make  a  different  type  of  scientific 
survey-to  learn  whether  I  like  Kentucky  made  mmt  juleps 
better  than  the  Quaker  City  variety. 
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April  ************  1941 


MatteUi 

I  lived  an  age-long  moment  oOA^M^ 

That  hung  by  a  golden  thread       ^°  ^ 

As  you  with  shyly  averted  head 

Swung  the  locket  from  weighting  finger. 

Like  a  pendulum,  pulsing  the  seconds 

Of  a  decision  that  makes  your  gaze  linger 

To  the  clock  upon  a  distant  tower; 

You  started,  eis  wakened  to  something  new. 

As  the  locket  pendulum  struck  the  hour, 

Falling,  swinging  still,  to  my  hand, — 

"Too  late,"  you  murmured,  "Too  late,"  you  said. 

Breaking  the  breathless  moment 

That  swung  from  a  golden  thread. 

— HELEN  VACEK 
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Maiicun^ 


I  lived  an  age-long  moment 

That  hung  by  a  golden  thread 

As  you  with  shyly  averted  head 

Swung  the  locket  from  weighting  finger. 

Like  a  pendulum,  pulsing  the  seconds 

Of  a  decision  that  makes  your  gaze  linger 

To  the  clock  upon  a  distant  tower; 

You  started,  as  wakened  to  something  new. 

As  the  locket  p>endulum  struck  the  hour. 

Falling,  swinging  still,  to  my  hand, — 

"Too  late,"  you  murmured,  "Too  late."  you  said. 

Breaking  the  breathless  moment 

That  swung  from  a  golden  thread. 


— HELEN  VACEK 
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PolitUxd  Pot 


^"Keep  It  Boiling" 

Published  often  for  those  interest- 
ed in  the  political  affairs  of  the 
American  Amateur  Press  Associ- 
ation hy: 

BiU  Bradfield  Jr. 

Garland  News 

Garland,  Texas 
and 

Johnnie  Vaglienti 

P.O.  Box  92 

League  City,  Texas 
ir~  Assistant  Editor:   Gabby  Gabaree 

e._-- 

Cl, 


'•-•  Vol.  3 


Sept.,  1941 


No.  5 


Ci  Policy 

3<  Evcrv  year  at  this  season,  the 
POLITICAL  POT  publishes  an- 
nouncements of  political  iniport- 
auee  to  the  amateur  press  world. 
These  announcements  are  entirely 
free — no  charge  is  made.  All  can- 
didates for  office  in  the  American 
Amateur  Press  Association  are 
—  invited -^^o-s«mJ — »-  brief  Jiotiee  to 
one  of  the  editors  coneerninj;:  their 
eampaijjn.  However,  an  announce- 
ment in  this  journal  does  not  mean 
that  POLITICAL  POT  supports 
this  or  that  candidate.  Our  aim  is 
to  present  all  tlie  political  news 
fairly  and  impartially  to  the  club 
membership.  This  .iournal  supports 
no  candidates — not  even  its 
editors. 

If  a  mistake  has  been  made  in 
res:ard  to  the  candidacy  of  any 
members,  please  inform  the  edi- 
tors for  we'll  l)e  glad  to  print  a 
coiTCction. 

Statements  concerning  future 
convention    sites    are  .welcomed. 

POLITICAL  POT  will  probably 
appear  in  lioth  October  and  No- 
vember bundles  if  enouarh  news 
is  obtained,  so  jdease  rush  your 
infonimtion  to  one  of  the  editors 
as  soon  as  possible.  It  makes  lit- 
tle difference  which  one  of  us 
gets  the  news,  as  each  of  ns  writes 
the  other  on  an  averagre  of  a  let- 
ter every  five  days  (jiosteards 
Ijctween  letters  frequently)  so  the 
•arrano;ement   is  satisfactory. 

Hey,  wake  up !  The  political 
pot  is  boiling-! 

— ^Bill  and  Johnnie 


Haywood,  Ross 
For  President 

AVilliani  Haywood,  publisher  of 
TOPIX,  has  announced  his  candi- 
dacy for  the  office  of  President 
of  the  association.  Haywood  has 
been  Treasui'er  for  the  past  two 
years. 

Al  Ross,  pmblisher-  of  COM- 
JIEXTARY  and  co-editor  of  OFF- 
HAND, has  also  annonnced  he  will 
be  a   candidate  for  that  office. 


Phelan  Asks  Editorship 

Mieheal  Phelan,  editor  of  the 
IvATYDID  and  a  member  of  the 
AAPA  since  '37,  has  announced 
his  intention  of  being  a  candidate 
for  the  office  of  Official  Editor. 
He  served  in  that  capacity  during 
1941,  following  the  resignation  of 
AVeslcv  Wise. 


Brandt  &  Gabaree  For  Re-election 

Irwin  0.  Brandt  and  E.  H. 
'•Gabby"  Gabaree,  Jr.  have  stated 
their  intention  of  a.sking  re-elec- 
tion— Brandt  as  manager  of  the 
Printing  aiid  Pu1)lishing  Bureau 
and  Gabaree  as  Director.  Biandt 
prints  many  jonrnals  for  other 
amateurs,  is  co-publisher  of  THE 
BARD,  and  has  published  a  bureau 
organ  known  as  PRINTING  & 
PUBLISHING.  Gabaree  is  noted 
for  the  NUTMEGGBR,  and  was 
founder  of  POLITICAL  POT. 


Albert  Asks  Management 

Kay  Albert,  editor  and  publisher 
of  JUST  RAYS,  stated  in  a  mes- 
sage to  the  editors  of  the  POLITI- 
CAL POT  that  he  has  announced 
his  intention  of  running  for  mana- 
ger of  the  Manuscript  and  Criti- 
cism Bureau.  He  has  served  in 
that  position  for  several  months, 
succeeding  Jim  Muekian  who  was 
"caught  in  the  draft" 


Chicago  in  '42? 

One  of  the  chief  topics  of  ajay 
conversation  has  been  the  yet  un- 
decided site  for  the  1942  AAPA 
convention.  Chicago,  which  was 
recommended  by  the  Houston 
conventioneers  has  been  the  chief 
subject  of  discussion,  while  De- 
troit, Philadcli>hia,  Dallas,  Upland, 
Hollywood,  London,  Shanghai,  and 
Moscow  have  also  been  snggestcd. 


Watson,    ec]i||^  of    HI-LIGHTS, 
e^ref. 


Watson  Asks  I^eflilMPiBXMD 

A  j)ostcard,  UMi^lMiHiijefore 
pres^  time,  inlff^  #!^ii^Wthcr 

ec 
will  be  a  c, 
to  thie  of  fie 

w. — • 

Vaglienti   For  Historian-Recorder 

Johnnie  Vaglienti,  publisher  of 
TEXAS  STAR  and  several  other 
publications,  will  be  a  candidate 
for  the  position  of  Historian  and 
Recorder  for  the  3942  term.  He 
served  as  Director  in  '41  and  was 
a   delegate   to   the   Houston   meet. 


Political  Rumors: 

It  is  rumored  that  George  Kay 
will  be  a  candidate  for  re-election 
as  Mailing  &  Publicity  .^Manager. 
Cornelius  .Jones  is  said  to  be  con- 
sidering a  candidacy  for  !Manu- 
seript    and    Criticism    JIanager. 


Communications 

60.5  Kenwood  Drive 
Louisville,  Ky. 
Dear  Mr.  Bradfield: 

J-fail  to^,§ee_a-Jifflai,.any  of  Mr. 
Curran's  arguments  in  the  last 
issue  of  The  Political  Pot  i-eallj' 
concern  the  subject  of  inter-asso- 
ciation laureate  awards.  The  real 
(;uestion  is  not  whether  the  Na- 
tional wants  to  absorb  the  Ameri- 
can, but  whether  the  American 
wants  to  compete  with  the  Na- 
tional and  United  in  a  contest  de- 
signed to  raise  the  levels  of  a 
amateur  journalism  as  a  whole. 

As  a  member  of  the  United  and 
the  American,  I  ajiprove  whole- 
heartedly of  the  idea  and  only 
hope  that  no  time  will  be  lost  in 
initting  it  into  operation. 
Fraternally, 

Buddy  -Johnson 

Classified-— 

WANTED: 

A  3  X  5  (smaller  or  larger) 
steel  type  printing  press.  Must 
be  in  good  condition.  Give  particu- 
lars with  price  or  if  yon  know 
anyone  having  presses  or  equip- 
ment for  sale  let  me  know  so  I 
can  contact  them.  Thanks. 

Johnnie  Vaglienti 
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OUR  RAISON  D'ETRE    •^*'  ""^^ 

Most  of  the  contribvitors  to  this  magazine  are  known  to  you  for  their 
contributions  to  CADENCES,  HODGE  PODGE,  THl^LITERARY 
RECORD  and  other  magazines.  They  are  as  varied  in  character  and  view 
points  as  one  could  meet  in  a  week's  journey  across  the  United  States.  But 
they  all  have  some  qualities  in  common:  their  sincere  devotion  to  their 
country;  the  high  degree  of  skill  they  display  in  their  writing;  and  the 
forthrightness  of  their  opinions.  And  they  all  have  had  the  experience  of 
having  their  writings  ruthlessly  suppressed  by  persons  who  did  not  agree 
with  them  or  who  feared  any  expression  of  an  American  view-point. 
Particularly  in  the  case  of  Marion  Blodgett  and  Margaret  Nickerson  Martin 
was  this  interference  and  censorship  applied  most  drastically.  These  two 
brilliant  writers  preached  patriotism  when  it  was  an  unpopular  doctrine, 
and  now,  that  it  has  become  a  popular  one,  they  refuse  to  be  made  the  tools 
of  persons  seeking  to  use  its  new  popularity  for  selfish  or  partisan  ends. 
Naturally,  such  stubbornness  and  independence  do  not  endear  them  to  pub- 
lishers or  critics  steeped  in  isms  and  ologies  inimical  to  American  liberty. 
And  such  publishers  and  critics  are,  unhappily,  in  the  majority  today. 
PRIVATE  OPINION  is  published  for  the  sole  purpose  of  printing  and 
distributing  the  works  of  the  groups  that  formerly  contributed  to  CAD- 
ENCES, HODGE  PODGE  and  THE  LITERARY  RECORD.  In  this 
magazine,  the  writers  express  their  private  opinions^   publicly,   without 

hinderance.  .So  here  goes!  ■   ■      , 

"  -  W.  C.  Vanderbilt 
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Trouble  In  Louisroie 


There  were  some  people 

in  Louisville  who  picked  the  wrong 
convention.  They  must  have  gotten 
lost,  or  possibly  they  caught  the 
wrong  bus.  They  belonged  in 
Cleveland. 

At  any  rate,  that's  my  impression 
after  seeing  them  introduce  illegal 
and  unnecessary  resolutions.  And 
the  methods  they  used  were  a  mys- 
tery to  me.  I  didn't  sense  the  situ- 
ation until  the  last  minute. 

All  business  should  have  been 
concluded,  and  the  convention  ad- 
journed sine  die,  at  the  end  of  the 
banquet.  But  at  this  session  Reed 
made  the  statement  that  the  report 
of  the  committee  on  resolutions 
would  be  heard  and  considered  at  a 
session  to  be  held  Sunday  morning. 
The  convention  was  not  given  an 
opportunity  to  so  order,  but  Reed 
attempted  to  defer  action  on  his 
own  ipse  dixit,  contrary  to  the  wish- 
es of  the  convention.  Mr.  Reed  had 
no  authority  on  the  matter  at  all,  as 
his  term  of  office  as  president,  did 
not  begin  until  the  conclusion  of  the 
convention. 

Most  of  the  delegates  would  be 
on  their  way  home  Sunday  morn- 
ing, and  Louisville  could  put  things 
over  in  style.     Four  of  us  from  Chi- 


cago planned  to  leave  at  an  early 
hour  Sunday  morning.  So  did 
Judge  Erford  and  others.  Of  course 
Harrison  was  staying  over  to  help 
out. 

After  the  banquet,  I  raised  the 
question  with  Reed  about  the  reso- 
lutions and  other  postponed  business 
A  few  of  the  delegates  present  were 
finally  rounded  up  and  we  had  a  lit- 
tle session  in  a  hallway,  accompan- 
ied by  the  blare  and  moan  of  an  or- 
chestra. And  so  it  was,  until  a  late 
hour,  that  the  delegates  fussed  and 
fought. 

I  do  n't  know  yet  who  was  in  the 
chair  at  the  "business"  session. 
Harrison  had  the  floor  most  of  the 
time.  He  wanted  to  do  the  talking, 
and  he  did.  Shouting  above  the 
uproar  and  confusion,  he  requested 
that  other  delegates  shut  up.  So  I 
would  suppose  that  Harrison  was 
presiding.  However,  as  I  say,  I  am 
not  certain. 

Then  Reed's  committee  produced 
a  handful  of  papers  which  they  call- 
ed the  report  of  the  Resolutions 
Committee.  They  were  in  note 
form.  The  Resolutions  Committee 
announced  that  they  were  unable  to 
prepare  their  report  and  asked  for 
help.  Finally,  someone  who  was 
able  to  draw  a  resolution  was  called 
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Mr.  and  Mra.  Keith  Mower  are  away  on    a  wedding  trip  to  Santa  Catalina 
Island.    When  they  return  they    will  make  their  home  in    Fort  Ore,  Calif. 
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A  God  of  the  East 

By  Floyd  V.  Steutel,  Ph.D. 

ROM  the  line  of  Emperor  Shun 

came  one  destined  to  become  the 

god  of  billions  of  people.  This  deity's 

doctrine  was  to  be  grounded  in  busmess 

ethics  and  justice  rather  than  feeling,  and 

certainly  not  in  emotionalism. 

Kung-foo-tze  was  born  in  the  state  of 
Tscaou-y  in  551  B.C.  He  became  a  poli- 
tician, and  later  a  teacher;  was  married 
at  nineteen,  and  got  a  son  a  year  later 
certainly  a  "  practical  man." 

Confucius'  professional  interests  domi- 
nated his  thot  and  writing.  In  his  Lnn  Yu 
(12:9)  we  are  admonisht  lo  seek  inner 
purification  before  giving  ear  to  the  cry 
of  the  multitude."The  hatred  of  the  many 
calls  for  search ;  the  favor  of  the  many 
calls  for  search."  Public  men  expect  much 
worship,  much  hatred,  and  little  love;  for 
love  is  based  upon  understanding,  and: 
"  The  people  may  be  made  to  follow;  they 
cannot  be  made  tounderstand."(Ibid,8:9). 
Kung's  advice  goes  out  also  to  teach- 
ers. "A  gentlema-n  shapes  the  good  in 
man;  he  does  not  shape  the  bad  in  him. 

Contrariwise  the  vulgar Only  to 

those  fumbhng  do  I  open,  only  for  those 
stammering  do  1  find  the  word.  From  him 
who  cannot  turn  the  whole  when  1  lift  a 
corner  1  desist."  (Ibid,  7:8;  12:16). 

To  the  student  Kung  says:  "  Study 
without  thot  is  vain;  thot  without  study 
is  dangerous.  .  .  A  man  to  whom  three 
years  of  study  have  borne  no  fruit  would 
be  hard  to  find.  .  .  Study  as  tho  the  lime 
were  short,  as  one  who  fears  to  los?.  .  . 
Breadth  ofreadingand  the  lies  of  courtesy 
will  alone  keep  a  man  from  error's  path 
...   A  scholar  who  loves  comfort  is  nol 


worthy  the  name.   .   .  The  whole  end  of 
speech  is  to  be  understood.  .  .  The  thirst 
for  love,  without  love  of  learning,  sinks 
into  fondness.  Love  of  knowledge,  without 
love  of  learning,  sinks  into  presumption. 
Love  of  uprightness,  without  loveof  learn- 
ing, sinks  into  harshness.  Love  of  courage, 
without  love  of  learning,  sinks  into  turbu- 
lence. Love  of  strength,  without  love  of 
learning,  sinks  into  oddity.  .  .  Bad  is  it 
when  a  man  eats  his  fill  all  day,  and  has 
naught  to  task  the  mind!  Could  he  not 
play  at  checkers?  Even  that  were  better. 
.  .  By  a  word  a  gentleman  betrays  wis- 
dom, bya  word  his  want  of  wisdom.  Words 
are  not  to  be  lightly  spoken.  (Ibid,  2:15; 

8:17;  12:15;  '4:3: 15--40;  17:8-";  '8:25)- 

Tzu-kung  said:  "  None  can  come  up  to 
the  Master,  as  heaven  is  not  to  be  climbed 
by  steps.  Had  the  Master  power  in  the 
land,  the  saying  would  come  true:  'All 
that  he  plants  takes  root;  whither  he  leads 
men  follow.  The  peace  he  brings  draws 
men;  his  touch  tunes  men  to  harmony; 
honored  in  life,  he  is  mourned  when  dead.' 
Who  can  come  up  to  him  r  "  (Ibid,  18:25). 
What  an  impetus  for  the  establishment 
of  a  new  religion,  the  creating  of  a  new 
god !  Deny  a  leader's  imperfections,  mag- 
nify and  glorify  his  points  of  excellence, 
and  a  new  religion  is  born. 

Since  the  Master's  death  Confucianism 
has  been  degraded  into  a  system  of  ritu- 
alism and  formalism.  And  this,  tho  Kung 
said  little  of  'heaven'  and  naught  of 
'  hell.'  When  asked  our  duty  to  the  dead, 
he  replied:  "We  fail  in  our  duty  to  the 
living;  can  we  do  our  duty  to  the  dead? 
We  know  not  life,  can  we  know  death.'" 

(Ibid,  11:  III. .„.,. 

Americans,  united  we  stand! 


ly 


"These  are  the  times  that  try  men  -s  sc>\ils 
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May,  1941 


Dear  Fellow  Journalists: 

We  have  experienced  a  busy,  progressive  year  together  in  amateur  writing,  and 
it  is  my  wish  that  you  have  each  gained  some  pleasure  and  satisfaction  from  your 
affiliation  with  our  association  during  the  past  months. 

This  has  been  an  exceptionally  fine  group  of  officers  to  work  with,  as  they 
have  been  continuously  industrious  in  carrying  out  their  individual  duties.  A  short 
time  ago,  I  asked  for  reports  from  each  of  them,  and  the  response  was  very  gratify- 
ing. They  not  only  have  attended  to  routine  affairs,  but  have  thought  of  new  ways 
to  benefit  our  association  as  well. 

Our  librarian,  E.  H.  Smith,  has  completed  his  collection  of  A.J.  papers  from 
1915  to  1940,  and  sent  the  papers,  bound  and  classified,  to  the  library  of  amateur 
journalism  in  Philadelphia.  This  required  the  work  of  three  others  besides  Mr. 
Smith.  Morris  Gerber,  who  is  in  training  in  the  array,  is  trying  to  organize  a 
writing  club  among  the  soldiers,  v/hich  would  be  our  first  army  branch.  Chief  of 
Publicity  Bud  Johnson  suggests  that  the  U.A.P.A.  set  up  a  Mews  Bureau,  to  which  all 
could  contribute  news  items  about  personalities  and  doings  of  the  United,  from  which 
editors  and  publishers  could  get  material  for  their  papers. 

In  response  to  my  suggestion  in  the  last  Page  that  we  all  write  more  cards  to 
fellow  members,  Mrs.  Anne  Warren  sent  out  51  cards,  and  Alton  Magnuson,  a  new  member 
is  Bsllingham,  Washington,  sent  out  40  cards-.  Can  anytsne  top  these  records?  — — ~^ — 

One  of  our  national  officers  has  written  that  he  will  be  on  his  honeymoon  on 
the  way  to  Mexico,  and  they  will  stop  off  at  Louisville  for  the  Convention. 

Tlie  election  of  Haig  Anlian  as  official  editor  of  The  United  Amateiu?  marked  a 
depart-ore  from  the  editor  being  also  the  printer  of  the  organ.   In  the  March  issue, 
Haig  combined  the  services  of  two  amateur  printers,  with  fine  results. 

Anthony  DeMarco,  chairman  of  the  directors,  reports  that  they  have  not  been 
very  busy  lately,  which  is  a  good  sign;  as  the  directors  are  the  recipients  of  the 
complaints  from  inharmonious  meml^rs . 

-.  ?.^  J 
The  LOUIS VITiTiFl  members  are  enthusiastically  preparing  for  the  Convention  on 
July  4-5-6.  Every  member  of  U.A.P.A.  should  make  a  determined  effort  to  be  there. 
This  will  be  the  best  attended  meeting  we  have  ever  had,  because  LOUISVILLE  is 
centrally  located,  and  because  interest  in  amateur  journalism  is  now  at  a  higher 
standard  than  for  some  time.   Plan  to  spend  your  vacation  in  LOUISVILLE,  and  you 
will  never  forget  the  acquaintances  you  make  among  amateur  journalists  like  your- 
selves. I  am  looking  forward  to  seeing  many  of  you  there. 

Thanking  you  for  the  privilege  of  serving  as  your  president  this  past  year, 
I  remain 

Sincerely  yours, 

BESSIE  BARNES 
724  W.  Sharp  Avenue  President 

Spokane,  Washington  United  Amate\ar  Press  Association 


GO 


VOLUi.L^  ^?I>j-J!UTIt  2,  uV.aaiii2y,1941,  wpL7,  ^IjLp:^.  ,j^ 

An  ciuteur  magazine  of  fanta^- ,    ccnposna  of  snndryj  bits  HyJ^4ia1>tra(-t)  c- 
ollected  by  the   editor;    one  V/illiara  H.Gro\-e:-aan  of  38  Mar>^(f^dAvenue   5 
Hempstead, iM'ew  York,   put  together  in  his   sjXire  moments,  wh^^^p^gETVbs— Jio 
amounting  to  very  much  in  the  long  run  results  in  FAIJ^^Icrii  comins--^;it 
quite  irregul:,  rly,    b^Ibscriptions  v;elcoraed  at  5(z5  an  is-iS&^;:^issues  f or ^^ 
25^.  Manuscripts, art  work,  and  exchanges  v/elcome.  Meraberof  the  FAPA,    •'"' 

Sanctum  Sanctoram« 
The  village  fathers  of  Hempstead,  as  represented  on  the  Village  Bo- 
ard, being  3  Democrats  to  2  Republicans, evidently  decided  to  take  revenge 
on  this  individual  for  supporting  Wendell  L.V/illkie  in  the  recent  elect- 
ion and  so  caused  us  no  end  of  inconvience  by  changing  our  house  number. 
Be  advised  that  v^e  nov;  must  be  addressed  at  38  Maryland  Avenue , Hempstead 
IT,  Y,,  instead  of  the  former  18  Maryland  Avenue, Exchanges  take  note  J 

Imaginary  statements  by  fans.  Jack  Chapman  Lliske, intellectual, "The 
public  be  damnedi" 

For  some  unknovai  reason  something  always  h^pens  to  us  when  publish' 
ing  FANTAS^IP.ri,   The  past  two  issues  had  no  dates  on  them,   so  for  the  ben^ 
efit  of  collectors  we  publish  a  resume  of  past  issues  of  FA1>JTASEER  from 
its  inception   :   Vol, 1, No, 1, had  two  large-size  hectographed  pages  emd  was 
dated  Augi^.st,  1939,  No  extra  copies  remain  for  sale,,,Vol.l|No.2,was  dat- 
ed Sept ember, 193 9; and  had  a  cover  by  B  iunta  and  4  large-size  hectograph- 
ed pages.   Ho  extra 'copies  remain  for  sale. . .Vol, 1, No. 3,, had  no  date  thru 
an  error.   It  should  be  dated  for  October, 1939, It  had  12  large-size  hecto- 
2:       gcaphed  pages, cover  by  Giuhta,and  material  oy  v?. rious  fans.,.FAI>Il'A3EER 
o-       then  suspended  publication  for  11  months  and  Vol.2,no,lwas  published  for 
>^       Sept  ember,  1940,  altho  the  date  was  lefM:  off  and  the  volume  number  was  in- 
distinct.  It  had  6  large-size  mimeographed  pages  and  consisted  of  mater- 
_ialj)ythe  editor  and  two -reprinted^  shoct-.stoiie.s  by  fans  from  no n- fan 
publications  of  the   editor.  A  few  copies(altho  they  are  rather  ppor)rem- 
ain  for  sale  at  5^^  apiece  plus  a  l%-0  stamp. 

This  will  probably  be  the  last^niimeographed  issue  of  FAi'ITASEER.  The 
circulation  is  far  too  small  to  allow  us  to  continue  to  sell  it  for  5^'  a 
copy  and  still  continue  in  a   mimeographed  format,   so  beginning  with  the 
next  issue  we  shall  revret  to  the  old  hectograph  method,  \7e  are  going  to 
have  24  half-size  pages,   butthe  price  will  still  be  only  50  an  issue,As 
postal  rules  allow  one  to  mail  a  magazine  of  24  pages  or  more  for  10  in- 
stead of  lJj0  we  are  able  to  apply  the  saving  to   enlarging  the  magazine,! 
hope  to  do  "some  work  on  the  next   FAl^ITASSER  over  Christmas  vacation  and  i 
will  probably  be  dated  for  February, 1941.  As  yet  there  is  little  mater- 
ial in.  Jogn  Giunta  will  do  the  cover  apd  some  drawings,   there  probably 
will  lE    another  story  Isf  Robert  G.Thompson,    and  also  an  article  by  Bob  T 
ucker, 

Fandom  has  never  over-worked  this  editor  by  deluging  him  with  piles 
and  pile  s  of  material.   One  reason  for  the  rather  infrequent  appearance 
of  FANTAS::^^  is  that  we  receive  so  little  to  put  in  it  and  vve  rather  hsf 
itate  to  perpetrate  an  issue  written  solely  by  ourselves  on  the  loi:ig  - 
suffering  fan-world.   So  come  on,youse  guys  and  gals,   and  give  us  a  littl 
help.  We  can  use  just  about  aiything  you  send  in.    Stories,articles5poem£ 
and  anything  else,    so  long  as  you  don't  get  dovm-right  libelous  in  what 
you  say.,, Art  work  Is  also  needed, tout  must  te    done  in  hectograph  ink.An;> 
size  drawings  up  to  size  5x8  are  welcome.   If  you  care  to  do  a  cover  do 
not  put  any  wording  other  than  the  word  "FANTASEHR"  on  it. 

We  are  sending  50  copies  of  this  issue  thru  the  FAPA  bundle.  This  d- 
oes  not  mean  that  all  future  issues  are  going  thru  the  FAPA,   but  just 
that  the  Christmas  spirit  og  giving  to  others  happened  to  get  us  at  the 
momeiurt.i.  And  speaking-  of  Christmas,  we  hope  that  any  fans  who  imy  be 
atheists  won't  take  as  a  personal  insult  the  little   Christmas  card  we  ai 
enclosing  and  which  we  printed  ourselves  on  a  small  3x5  hand-press, The 


1^  ...  PRESIDENT'S       PAGE  ,.    „, - 

>.««' Jff  January,   1941 


'T) 


Dear  Fellow  Journalia*e: 

On  January  17  we   celebrate  the  birthday  of   Benjamin  Franklin,   the  patron  saint   of 
amateur  journalism. 

I  have   just  finished  reading  his  biography,    and  find  that  he  was   a  remarkable  person. 
This   sentence   sums  the  book  up  very  well:      "Franklin  engraved  his   name   deep  into  the 
history  of  his  time  by  drawing  men  to  him  through  his   gift   of  being  intensely  alive, 
incessantly  observant,    immensely  charitable,    and  unalterably  radiant".     Would  that 
not  be  a  splendid  rule   for  us  all  to  follow? 

Franklin  is   often  referred  to  as  the   first   civilized  American,   because,    at   a  time 
when  America  was   deep  in  controversy  and  bleak  beliefs,   he  was  humor-loving,    gener- 
ous  and  open-minded.     He  had  a  gusto  for   living,    and  his  aim  was    "to  do  good  and  live 
a  satisfactory  life".      This   he    did   for  84  years. 

At  12,  Franklin  became  an  apprenticed  printer  in  his  brother's  shop.  At  15,  he  was 
writing  anonymous  articles  to  print  in  the  paper  he  worked  on,  which  was  the  second 
newspaper  in  the  United  States.  At  17,  he  was  publisher,  editor  and  printer  of  the 
paper.     He  wrote   letters  to  the   paper   on  vital  subjects,    and  ansvjered  them  himself. 

When  he  was   23,   he   and  several  other  young  writers   in  Philadelphia  founded  the  Junto 
Club,   which  endured  for  over  forty  years.     Their  purpose  was  to  seek  truth  and  pro- 
mote  good  fellowship.     They  met  every  Friday  evening  in  a  room  at  the   back  _qf 

Franklin's   print   shop.      Every  member  was   to  produce   inquiries    on  morals,    politics,    or 
philosophy,   to  be  discussed  by  the    group,    and  each  member  was  required  to  read  an 
essay  of  his    own,    on  any  subject  he    desired.      One   question   often  asked  the  members  by 
their  chairman  was,    "Has   any  deserving  stranger  arrived  in  town  since   our  last  meet- 
ing?    Dogs   it   lie   in  the   power  of   Junto  to  encourage   him?"      Thus  they  recruited  new 
members.      Doesn't  this   sound  much  like    our  local   clubs   of  today? 

The   first  public   library  was   started  in  Philadelphia  when  the  mombors   of  the  Junto 
Club  brought  thoir  own  books   to  Franklin's   office,   v/horo  thoy  were   available  to  all. 

At  42,   Franklin  sold  his  printing  business  and  studied  electricity,    and  conducted  his 
famous  kite  experiment.      Later  he  v/as   drawn  into  politics   and  made   frequent  voyages 
to  Europe   in  behalf   of   this  country.     In  London,   he  met   famous  writers    of  the   day, 
and  talked  with  them  for  hours   in  the  public  coffee  houses. 

It  seems  unbelievable  that   all  that  Benjamin  Franklin  accomplished  could  be  crowded 
into   one    lifetime.      In  choosing  him  as   the   patron  of   amateur   journalism,    ve   have 
picked  a  true  American,    who  enjoyed   living   in  the   service    of   his    fellow  men.      He 
printed,    edited,    and  wrote   exactly  what   he   thought,    thus   planting  the   permanent  roots 
of  the   freedom  of   the   press. 

The   privilege    of   free   expression  is    our  precious   heritage,    which  we   shall  continue   to 
enjoy  as   long  as  we  keep  it    open  to  all  who  seek  to  write    or  speak  their  thoughts. 

Very  truly  yours, 

BESSIE  BARIIES 
724  W  Sharp  Avenue 
Spokane,   Washington  President    of   the   U.A.P.A.A. 


PK£SJD£N'r'S     ?A5£    .  •    |,gr 

V*^  May,  1941 


Deeir  Fellow  Jouoiaiwfe'ts :      >, 

We  have  exper^jJiWcl  a  busy,-  progressive  year  together  in  amatexir  writing,  and 
it  is  my  wish  th^HPyou  have  each  gained  soae  pleasure  and  satisfaction  from  your 
affiliation  with  our  association  d\aring  the  past  months. 

This  has  been  an  exceptionally  fine  group  of  officers  to  work  with,  as  they 
have  been  continuously  industrious  in  carrying  out  their  individual  duties.  A  short 
time  ago,  I  asked  for  reports  from  each  of  them,  and  the  response  was  very  gratify- 
ing. They  not  only  have  attended  to  routine  affairs,  but  have  thought  of  new  ways 
to  benefit  our  association  as  well. 

Our  librarian,  E.  H.  Smith,  has  completed  his  collection  of  A.J,  papers  from 
1915  to  1940,  and  sent  the  papers,  bound  and  classified,  to  the  library  of  amateur 
journalism  in  Philadelphia.  This  required  the  work  of  three  others  besides  Mr. 
Smith.  Morris  Gerber,  who  is  in  training  in  the  army,  is  trying  to  organize  a 
writing  club  among  the  soldiers,  which  would  be  our  first  army  branch.  Chief  of 
Publicity  Bud  Johnson  suggests  that  the  U.A.P.A.  set  up  a  Mews  Bureau,  to  which  all 
could  contribute  news  items  about  personalities  and  doings  of  the  United,  from  which 
editors  and  publishers  could  get  material  for  their  papers. 

In  response  to  my  suggestion  in  the  last  Page  that  we  all  write  more  cards  to 
fellow  members,  Mrs.  Anne  Warren  sent  out  51  cards,  and  Alton  Magnuson,  a  new  member 
in  Bellingham,  Washington,  sent  outHtG— cards .   Can  anyon«  top  these  records? 

One  of  our  national  officers  has  written  that  he  will  be  on  his  honeymoon  on 
the  way  to  Mexico,  and  they  will  stop  off  at  Louisville  for  the  Convention. 

Tlie  election  of  Haig  Anlian  as  official  editor  of  The  United  Amateur  marked  a 
departure  from  the  editor  being  also  the  printer  of  the  organ.   In  the  March  issue, 
Haig  combined  the  services  of  two  amateur  printers,  with  fine  results. 

Anthony  DeMarco,  chairman  of  the  directors,  reports  that  they  have  not  been 
very  busy  lately,  which  is  a  good  sign;  as  the  directors  are  the  recipients  of  the 
complaints  from  inharmonious  members. 

The  LOUISVILLE  members  are  enthusiastically  preparing  for  the  Convention  on 
July  4-5-6.  Every  member  of  U.A.P.A.  should  make  a  determined  effort  to  be  there. 
This  will  be  the  best  attended  meeting  we  have  ever  had,  because  LOUISVILLE  is 
centrally  located,  and  because  interest  in  amateur  journalism  is  now  at  a  higher 
standard  than  for  some  time.   Plan  to  spend  your  vacation  in  LOUISVILLE,  and  you 
will  never  forget  the  acquaintances  you  make  among  amateur  journalists  like  your- 
selves, I  am  looking  forward  to  seeing  many  of  you  there. 

Thanking  you  for  the  privilege  of  serving  as  your  president  this  past  year, 
I  remain 

Sincerely  yours, 

BESSIE  BARNES 
724  W,  Sharp  Avenue        '  President 

Spokane,  Washington  United  Amateur  Press  Association 
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TTACH  profession  believes  that  its 
■*-'  particular  field  is  more  interesting 
th^n  the  other.  This  is  a  poor  view- 
point, since  each  cannot  exist  without 
the  other. 

Youth  has  its  inspirations  of  faith 
to  be  something  "big"  in  its  choice  of 
a  career,  which  in  time  turns  into  live- 
lihood. It  is  the  novice  who  constantly 
pounds  at  his  vocation,  to  understand 
and  conquer  what  has  ail  ready  been 
done  in  the  past :  becomes  a  success.   " 
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PASTIME ,  AM  ATI 

J'ublished  ocansionallif  in  thi  iiUereit  of  the  A  ituruMu  ^nteuT 
Press  Asiocialion  by  ' 

EUGKNE^F.  STERNER 
S18  N.  HoK-ard  Street,  AlUntown,  Pa. 

Vol.   1  Summer,   1942  No.  3 


This  Amateur  devotes  all  its  pages  to  the  person- 
al chatter  of  our  members. 


Comments  are  always  welcome  £ron»  other  mem- 
bers. Friendship  helps  a  lot. 


We  are  glad  to  see  that  welcoming  paper,  The 
Gator  Growl,  published  by  13  year  old  Ii.  M.  Hawes, 
Jr.  o£  Florida.  Keep  up  the  good  work,  Leland. 
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PHILCOLMNIST  ^' 

VOL.  1  No.  3         MARCH.  1942 


A.  J.  Out  for  I>efens6 

Now  that  we  are, in  war,  an  idea 
occurred  to  me  as  to  how  every  a.  j. 
among  us  could  do  a  little  mite  for  de- 
fense, and  at  the  same  time  help- UApA.  . 

If  each  member  would  buy  a  25ct.  de- 
fense stamp  and  donate  it  to  the  associa- 
tion, the  total  would  be  sufficient  to  pur- 
chase a  bond.  Or  if  even  half  of  the  mem- 
bership donated  one  such  stamp,  there 
would  be  sufficient  to  buy  a  bond  for  $37. 
50,  worth  $50.00  at  maturity. 

I  have  already  sent  a  25ct.  stamp  to  the 
Secretary-treasurer,  and  I  hope  all  readers 
will  follow.  As  soon  as  the  fund  reaches 
enough  to  buy  a  bond,  the  stamps  should 
be  so  converted.  The  bonds  are  to  be 
the  property  of  the  UAPA  and  placed  in 
the  treasury.  Bonds  can  be  redeemed 
after  the  war  or  at  maturity  at  the  discre- 
tion of  the  ^directors  and  officers.  This 
can  be  decided  later.  And  the  UAPA 
should  reap  a  lot  of  publicity,  which  we 
well  need.  Drop  me  a  card  and  say  you 
are  following  my  move. 
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NOT  SO  PUBUC  LEDGER 
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nspl  MISSES  FEBRUARY  BUNDLE 
MARY  LOU  HOLDEN  NOT  GUILTY 


MinutntiHa 
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CHIRP  No.  I. 

We  like  appreciation, 
And  friendly  words  we  prize, 
But  we  can  smile,  and  take  it 
When  square  shots  criticize. 

For  we've  this  consolation 
Whene'er  you  treat  us  rough: 
To  be  an  honest  critic 
You  have  to  REID  our  stuff. 

SoPHre    S.    Waloert. 
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Francis  W.  Miller 
1914.-1942 


I^^^RANK  MILLER  is  dead  and  I  cannot  let 
■^P"^*  his  passing  go  unrecorded  for  it  was  he  who 
^^^^  introduced  me  to  amateur  journalism  and 
later  on  it  was  again  Frank  who  tempered  my  rash 
actions  and  made  me  see  things  in  a  new  hght. 

And  now  he  is  gone,  dead  from  a  chest  trouble  that 
must  have  been  plaguing  him  for  years.  Maybe  it  is 
best  that  he  went  early,  for  Frank  hated  wars  and  the 
men  that  make  them.  It  may  be  that  our  entrance 
into  the  world  conflict  hastened  Faank's  exit. 

Miller  entered  the  United  Amatevir  Press  Associat- 
ion about  1934,  and  shortly  thereafter  began  public- 
ation of  The  Bostonlw,  later  called  Echoes.  At  an 
early  date  he  showed  his  fearlessness  when  he  exposed 
Roy  Erford  in  one  of  the  typical  Seattle  political  mach- 
inations. Miller  was  instrumental  in  the  formation  ot 
the  New  England  Amateur  Press  Club  and  was  also 
an  active  figure  in  the  Crusaders.  When  the  AAPA 
was  organized  he  served  two  terms  as  Mailer  and  one 
as  Secretary,  doing  an  efficient  job  in  each  case.  He 
was  the  second  President  ot  the  MetropoUtan  Chapter 
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This  Journal  is  pubHshed  in  the  interest  of  the  Amateur 
Journalistic  World  and  as  often  as  A.A.P.A.  members  or 
contributors  submit. 


Journal  Sponsors  Contest  for  Poets 

Here  is  a  chance  for  you  poets  to  show 

How  much  about  lyrics  and  ballads  you  really  know. 

Write  us  a  poem  and  send  it  in 

Choose  any  topic;  maybe  you'll  win. 

October  the  eighth  is  the  very  last  date 

To  join  this  contest,  so  don't  be  late! 

ICOS4S3JI 

Now  is  the  time  for  all  poets  to  try  their  luck  in  the 
first  Annual  Poetry  Contest  put  out  by  this  journal.  The 
winners  poem  will  be  published  in  "PENNY'S 
PLATTER"  at  a  future  date.  A  prize  will  be  offered  to 
the  winner  which  will  be  a  book  titled  "Hints  on  Writing 
Poetry"  by  Clement  Wood. 
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,  Better  ioumal  For  A  Bette^^ssoc^ 


Thanksgiving  Day  .s  ^e-  ^S^^.^  y,„.. 

W  for  ^ts  f-J  ?^^f  °„"d  ^,,h  good  cheer. 
Roast  turkey  -d  stuH-g  an  ^^^  ^  ^^^^ 

For  Thanksgiving  comes  d 


X-PN  4827 


Penny 


'sjPI 

song-Vebse 


IK  UBRMY  Of 

CONGRESS 
SRIAL  RECORD 


JUN281945 


FRIENDLY  ADVICE 

Are  you  an  active  a.  j.  member? 

The  kind  that  would  be  missed. 
Or  are  you  just  contended 

Because  your  name  is  on  the  list. 

Do  you  read  the  monthly  journals? 

And  write  to  the  rest  of  the  crowd. 
Or  do  you  stay  asleep 

And  crab  both  long  and  loud. 

Or  do  you  take  and  active  part 
To  help  the  club  along 

Or  are  you  just  satisfied  to  be 
The  kind  to  just  belong. 

Do  you  ever  welcome  a  new  member? 
And  help  in  guiding  hand, 

Or  leave  the  work  for  just  st  few 

For  those  who  don't  understand. 

There's  quite  a  program  scheduled 
That  means  success  if  done 

And  it  can  be  accomplished 

With  the  support  of  everyone. 
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/J  Pledge  ol  AUeo^i. 


once 


I  pledge  allegiance  to  the  Fla  r  of  tb.e 
United  States  of  America,  and  to  the  Rc- 
puhlic  for  which  it  stands  ;  One  nation, 
indivisible,  with  Liberty  and  Justice  for  all ! 


PEOPLE'SUN 


"Liberty  Under  God" 


10th  Yr.  No.  102 


APRIL,  1942 


UNION  CITY,  N.  J. 


A  View  of 
Our  V-Drive 


PLATEAU  PANORAM4 

By  HAIG  ANLIAN  -"^rimSLi. 


Now  it  is  duslc,  now  dark.  Tliou- 
sands  of  lamps  appear,  oh  mllltons, 
everyplace!  White  lights,  red  Ughts, 
yellow  and  green  and  blue.  Unseen 
hands  in  multitudes  are  reaching 
for  buttons,  for  strings  and  switches. 
And  then  —  then  more  flashes  of 
radiance. 

At  the  edge  of  a  rocky  plateau, 
known  as  tlie  Palisades,  several 
hundred  feet  high  ...  I  stand. 
Locking  up:  nature  has  put  on  her 
night  signals.  Heedless,  the  hum  of 
iliuman  hustle  holds  on.  For  the  ful- 
fillment of  her  biggest  job  America 
concentrates. 

Below  are  the  railroad  yards  land 
the  winding  river.  Long  lines  of 
trains  heae  and  over  here.  Some  are 
chugging  to  the  piers  just  ahsad 
with  their  valuables  for  victory; 
Ecme  are  speeding  silently  to  the 
side  of  the  cliff — through  the  man- 
made  carving — for  renewed  journeys 
to  the  myriad  workshops  of  demo- 
cracy. 

Occasionally  the  moon  peeks  frcm 
still  clouds  there.  Over  the  calm  but 
cool  waters  shadowy  ships  ssem- 
ir.gly  slide  to  sea.  At  a.  vantage  view 
I  glance  at  the  road  zig-aagging 
snugly  about  this  miniature  moun- 
trJn,   laden    with    tiny   autos    and 


buses  and   trucks   whidhTtread  to 
and  fro  on  manifest  missions. 

At  the  dimly  decorated  docks,  the' 
clatter  of  riveting  pierces  and  the 
torch  of  welding  flares  in  evening's 
dresswear.  Huge,  lengthy  boxes 
suspend  from  cranes  rolling  across 
rectangular  landings  that  stretch 
from  the  solid  saf eness  of  the  earth. 

Settled  to  its  water  line,  proudly 
awaiting  the  crack  of  its  captain's 
command,  is  a  freighter  which  a 
few  moments  ago  shifted  In  rhythm, 
the  current  slapping  its  curved  con- 
stitution. 

Then  a  dark-reddish  hue  in  the 
placid  heavens  beyond  draws  at- 
traction. Can  it  be  a  bit  of  the 
sun's  glow  left  behind?  No,  fra-  the 
rays  rsach  frcm  the  pulsating  City 
of  Cities  on  the  opposite  banks.  Her 
famous  outline  of  superstructure 
in  brilliance,  she  beholds  majesti- 
cally as  the  symbol  of  the  land's 
greatness. 

And  seen  too  are  streaks  cf  light 
canning    the   sky.    As    one,    their 
strength  is  now  shot  at  a  stream- 
liner which  nears  its  smooth  haven; 
yes,  this  one  is  a  peaceful  carrier. 
*     *     *     »     » 

The   drone    of  working,  working, 
(See  Page  2,   Col.    2) 
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The  Final  Prophet 

By  Floyd  V.  Steutel,  Ph.D. 

10!  another  god-man  is  born!  C.To 
( Mecca.on  June  8, 570  A.D.,comes 
[^  the  one  promist  by  Jesus  Christ: 
"  It  is  expedient  for  you  that  I  go  away; 
for  if  1  go  not  away,  the  Comforter  will 
not  come  unto  you; 
but  if  I  depart,  I  will 
send  him  unto  you  " 
(Johni6:7). The  Ko- 
ran words  it:  "And 
when  Jesus  the  son  of 
Mary  said,  Oh,  chil- 
dren of  Israel,  verily 
1  am  the  apostle  of 
God  sent  unto  you, 
confirming  the   law 
which  was  delivered 
before  me,  and  bring- 
ing good  tidings  of  an 
apostle    who    shall 
come  after  me,  and 
whose  name  shall  be 
Ahmed"  (The  Array, 
the  6 1st  chapter). 

As  Ahmed,  or  Mohammed,  is  born  a 
bright  light  appears  in  the  sky  and  illu- 
mines it.  All  the  idols  in  the  world  fall 
down,  and  the  thousand-year  old  fire  of 
Ahura  Mazda  (Ormazd)  in  the  Temple 
of  Zoroaster  is  extinguisht. 

Thomas  wrote  that  while  yet  in  his 
cradle  Jesus  had  said:  "  Mar)',  I  am  Jesus 
the  Son  of  God,  that  Word  which  thou 
didst  bring  forth  according  to  the  declar- 
ation of  the  angel  Gabriel  to  thee,  and 
my  Father  hath  sent  me  for  the  salvation 
of  the  world"  (i  Inf.  1:3)-  Similarly 
speaks  the  new-born  Ahmed:  "God  is 
great!  there;  is  no  God  but  God  (Allah 


iheer 


Taala),  and  I  am  his  prophet!"  This 
declaration  seems  to  have  been  quoted 
from  Augustine,  who  wrote  some  three 
centuries  earlier:  "For  who  is  Lord  but 
the  Lord?  or  who  is  God  save  our  God? 
(  Confessions,  book  I,  ch.  4 ) . 

MohamdidUmWII.qd'allah,is  dead. 
■""■■"■■  after  having  him 
;ened  his  mother 
gives  him  to 
ed  for  his  first 
five  years  by  a  nurse 
Bedouin  tribe  in 
'reatArabiandes- 
ert.  In  his  sixth  year 
Amina  dies.  The  or- 
phan lad  it  now  cared 
for  by  his  grandfather 
Abd'almotalleb,   a 
priest  of  the  Caaba 
Temple.  Two  years 
later  his  grandfather 
dies.  Sorrow  has  ever 
traced  down  this  lad 
who   is   destined  to 
lead  his  people  out  of 
the  gross  idolatry  of  the  'time  of  ignorance' 
and  bring  unity  to  a  divided  nation.  Once 
he  stated  that,  "  In  the  whole  world  I  had 
but  one  friend."  From  now  until  his  first 
marriage,  he  is  cared  for  by  a  loving  uncle, 
Abu  Taleb,  who  is  yet  to  die  an  infidel. 

Until  his  marriage  to  Khadijah.a  noble- 
woman, Mohammed's  education  comes 
not  from  books,  but  is  the  result  of  prac- 
tical experience  gained  in  merchandising 
and  in  war.  He  can  not  read  or  write,  un- 
til the  angel  Gabriel  tells  him  to  write  the 
contents  of  the  great  table  so  that  men 
can  know  God's  will.  This  table  is  quite  a 
mixture  of  Magiism,  Christianism,  and 


V%A(£  ^\c,\}i  not  to 
VA^^  enslapc^but  to 
set  a  country  free^anb 
-:■  to  make  room  upon 
ttic  €artli  for  l^oncst 
men  to  Upc  in.  5o  says 
(lipomas  Paine. 


Remember  i'earl  Harbor 
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BiU  Bradfield.  This  issue  is  written,  edited,  and  printed  by  the  co- 
editors  at  the  Garland  News  in  Garland,  Texas.  Political  Pot  has  Charter 
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Two  Candidates 
For  1st  Vice  Pres. 

Luther  Wfitson.  of  Gmyiiioiit, 
(leorg-ia,  has  aiinouiifeil  his  candi- 
dacy for  1st  Vice-President.  He 
is  pditoi-  of  Hi-Lio:!its.  Watson  has 
stated,  •'!  promise  a  vigox'ous  pub- 
licity and  rocTU'itinjj  year,  for 
which  r  have  already  made  plans." 

William  -'Wild  Bill"  Bradfield, 
editor  and  publisher  of  Round-Fp. 
and  co-editor  of  Political  Pot,  is  a 
candidate  for  election  as  1st 
Vice-Pi'e«ident  of  the  American. 
-Vs  the  1st  Vice-President  is  res- 
ponsible for  recruiting-  and  i)ubli- 
city.  he  points  to  his  experience 
.ilonjr  these  lines,  having  started 
the  Florida  list  of  recniits  this 
year,  and  having-  'b«en  chiefly  res- 
ponsible for  the  publicity  of  the 
Houston  Ajay  .Jamboree  last  year. 
Bill  promi.ses  to  see  that  the 
.American  o-ets  more  publicity  ni 
1043  than  it  has  ever  had  in  past 
vears. 


Albert  For  Secretary 

Several  reli-able  sources  state 
that  Ray  Albert,  of  Bla.cksbuj-fr, 
Vii-oinia,  will  be  a  candidate  for 
Secretary.  Ray  i?;  publisher  of  the 
well-known  Just  Rays,  and  is  now 
Mannsciiipt  &  Oiticism  Manrager 
of  the  American. 


Bradfield  To  Be 
Ballot  Recorder 

Bill  Bradfield.  of  the  Political 
Pot  st.if f,  has  been  «■  pointed  the 
Ballot  Recordi'r  for  the  cominjr 
election.  The  anpointinent  was 
iii.Tde  by  Pi-esiileiit   Bill  llavwi.oil. 


Rumors  Muddle 
AAPA  Politics 

The  ])oliiical  simation  foi-  some 
offices  is  quite  muddled,  because  of 
of  sussested  candidates,  or,  in  a 
short  word,  rumors.  It  will  be 
made  clear  only  by  the  amateurs 
themselves.  The  Political  Pot  asks 
(hat  AAPA  members  announce 
their  |  olitical  intentions,  if  any, 
at  once.  This  will  enable  the  candi- 
ilates  to  jret  to  <li)wn-to-earlh  cam- 
]iaio:nin.£r,  and  that  will  mean  more 
and  lararer  journals  this  fall. 

.Vo  one  has  yet  announced  candi- 
dacy for  the  President's  chair,  and 
reports  indicate  that  Bill  Haywood 
will  not  seek  re-election,  although 
many  have  urged  him  to  do  so. 
Ro'bert  ifancy  has  been  suggested 
as  President,  Official  Editoi-,  and 
for  re-election  ais  Mailer,  but  his 
de<-ision  has  not  yet  been  given. 
.Vnot'hei-  prospect  for  ^Mailer  is 
Charles  ("Chuck")  Riddle,  who 
has  also  been  suggested  as  a  cniidi- 
ilate  for  Treasurer. 

Tt  is  rumored  that  Michael 
Plielan  will  seek  a  Dire<'tor's  jwst. 
Linton  Clark  has  been  mentioned 
for  the  ehaimian-sihip  of  the  Board. 

Other  suggested  caudidates  are: 
Helen  Vivarttas  for  Official  Edi- 
tor and  2nd  Vice-President;  Lee 
Hawes  for  Clubs  &  Chapters  Mgr.: 
Geojwe  Kay  for  Official  Editor: 
E.  H.  ("Gabby")  Gabaree  for 
-Alanuseript  Mgr.;  Merton  Hiatt 
for  re-election  as  Treasurer;  and 
Bill  Haywood  for  Director.  Two 
of  the  presfMit  niembei-s  of  the 
Boai-d  of  Hirecioi's  are  expected 
In  seek    re-ele<-f ion. 

• — -Johnnie 


A- 


J-^3 


The  Preceptor 

DEVOTED  TO  TH  R  CAUSEOF  HELPLESS.  GROPING  HUMANlTV 


January 


Chicago,  Illinois 


1942 


And  What  Becam^j^ft  All? 

A  Short  Story  ^i  wwww 
JERRY  F.  CHM 

The  fire  was  already  consum 


ing  the  last  of  the  food  when  I  heard 
a  peculiar  noise  near  the  outside  of 
the  tent.  It  startled  me,  and  I  tho't 
of  waking  Trusty  Gordon  and  Nip- 
py Jackson.  But  if  it  was  only  the 
wind  playing  with  the  leaves,  I 
would  be  laughed  at  for  a  year.  No 
I  could  not  risk  waking  them.  The 
b.b.  gun  of  Trusty's  caught  my  eye 
at  that  instant,  and  I  lost  no  time  in 
securing  it.  Courage,  I  said  to  my- 
self; then  with  a  sinking  heart,  I 
made  my  way  to  the  flap  of  the  tent. 
Slowly  I  pulled  it  apart  and  there  a 
most  bewildering  sight  caught  my 
eye.  A  small  bear,  no  taller  than 
three  feet  was  exploring  the  contents 
of  our  supply  tent.  Surprised  was 
I?  Not  only  that,  but  amazed,  as  I 
remembered  distinctly  having  heard 
of  no  bears  in  the  vicinity  of  our 
camp.  What  if  the  older  bear  was 
around?  We  would  find  ourselves 
in  a  most  uncomfortable  position 
with  only  a  b.b.  gun  for  protection. 
I  looked  more  closely  to  study 
the  bear.  He  was  an  ordinary  cub 
bear,  black  fur,  with  eyes  that  re- 
sembled shoe-buttons,  sharply  poin- 
ed  ears,  and  a  curious  snoot,  that  as 
I  watched,  found   a  cracker.     By 


gum,  it  was  only  an  appetizer  it 
seen^j^j||M|gp|bear  started  an  ex- 
ploratrdh  of  our  sugar  box,  upset- 
ting it.  But  fate  had  waved  the 
wand,  and  the  bear  became  impris- 
oned under  the  box.  I  know  it 
would  not  be  long  before  he  would 
free  himself.  Quickly  flinging  the 
gun  away,  I  ran  into  the  supply  tent 
and  scooped  box  and  ball  of  fur  up, 
and  carried  them  into  our  tent. 

Then  I  set  it  down  and  stationed 
myself  at  the  opening  of  the  tent,  in 
case  the  bear  decided  to  high-tail  it 
for  the  woods. 

A  minute  passed,  two,  still  not  a 
sound  from  the  box.  Then  a  head 
popped  up,  and  the  two  chubby 
paws  propped  themselves  on  the 
edge  of  the  box.  After  freeing  him- 
self from  the  contraption,  instead  of 
making  a  dash  for  dear  life,  as  I  had 
expected,  he  started  on  an  inspec- 
tion tour  of  Nippy  and  Trusty,  both 
snoring  to  beat  the  band. 

The  bear  sat  on  his  hind  legs, 
and  curiously  looked  at  the  two  cre- 
atures. He  viewed  the  cavernous 
mouth  of  Nippy  and  decided  he  did 
not  like  him.  Trusty  was  the  sec- 
ond curio.  The  bear  played  a  trick 
on    him  for  which  I  was but 
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The  Final  Prophet 

By  Floyd  V.  Steutel,  Ph.D. 

TO!  another  god-man  is  born!  CTo 
Mecca,  on  June  8, 570  A. D., comes 
the  one  promist  by  Jesus  Christ: 
"  It  is  expedient  for  you  that  I  go  away; 
for  if  I  go  not  away,  the  Comforter  will 
not  come  unto  you; 
but  if  I  depart,  I  will 
send  him  unto  you  " 
(Johni6:7). The  Ko- 
ran words  it :  "And 
when  Jesus  the  son  of 
Mary  said,  Oh,  chil- 
dren of  Israel,  verily 
I  am  the  apostle  of 
God  sent  unto  you, 
confirming  the  law 
which  was  delivered 
before  me,  and  bring- 
ing good  tidings  of  an 
apostle  who  shall 
come  after  me,  and 
whose  name  shall  be 
Ahmed"  (The  Array, 
the  6ist  chapter). 

As  Ahmed,  or  Mohammed,  is  born  a 
bright  light  appears  in  the  sky  and  illu- 
mines it.  All  the  idols  in  the  world  fall 
down,  and  the  thousand-year  old  fire  of 
Ahura  Mazda  (Ormazd)  in  the  Temple 
of  Zoroaster  is  e.xtinguisht. 

Thomas  wrote  that  while  yet  in  his 
cradle  Jesus  had  said:  "  Mary,  I  am  Jesus 
tlie  Son  of  God,  that  Word  which  thou 
didst  bring  forth  according  to  the  declar- 
ation of  the  angel  Gabriel  to  thee,  and 
my  Father  hath  sent  me  for  the  salvation 
of  the  world"  (i  Inf.  1:3).  Similarly 
speaks  the  new-born  Ahmed:  "God  is 
great!  there  is  no  God  but  God  (Allah 


VV\€  5igl]t  not  to 
<iA^^  cnslat)c,but  to 
set  a  country  f  rcc,anb 
•:•  to  make  room  upon 
tt^e  (£avt\]  for  l^oncst 
mcntoIircin.Sosays 
Cl^omaspaine. 


Taala),  and  I  am  his  prophet!"  This 
declaration  seems  to  have  been  quoted 
from  Augustine,  who  wrote  some  three 
centuries  earlier:  "  For  who  is  Lord  but 
the  Lord?  or  who  is  God  save  our  Godr 
(  Confessions,  book  i,  ch.  4 ). 
Mohammed's  father,  Abd'allah,  is  dead, 
so  after  having  him 
christened  his  mother 
Amina  gives  him  to 
be  reared  for  his  first 
five  years  by  a  nurse 
in  a  Bedouin  tribe  in 
thegreatArabiandes- 
ert.  In  his  sixth  year 
Amina  dies.  The  or- 
phan lad  it  nowcared 
for  by  his  grandfather 
Abd'almotalleb,   a 
priest  of  the  Caaba 
Temple.  Two  years 
later  his  grandfather 
dies.  Sorrow  has  ever 
traced  down  this  lad 
who  is   destijied  to 
lead  his  people  out  of 
the  gross  idolatrj'  of  the  'time  of  ignorance' 
and  bring  unity  to  a  divided  nation.  Once 
he  stated  that,  "  In  the  whole  world  I  had 
but  one  friend."  From  now  until  his  first 
marriage,  he  is  cared  for  by  a  loving  uncle, 
Abu  Taleb,  who  is  yet  to  die  an  infidel. 

Until  his  marriage  to  Khadijah,  a  noble- 
woman, Mohammed's  education  comes 
not  from  books,  but  is  the  result  of  prac- 
tical experience  gained  in  merchandising 
and  in  war.  He  can  not  read  or  write,  un- 
til the  angel  Gabriel  tells  him  to  write  the 
contents  of  the  great  table  so  that  men 
can  know  God's  will.  This  table  is  quite  a 
mixture  of  Magiism,  Christianism,  and 
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Tlie  Final  Prophet 

By  Floyd  V.  Steutel,  Ph.D. 

10!  another  god-man  is  born!  CTo 
i  Mecca,  on  June  8,570  A.D., comes 
i  the  one  promist  by  Jesus  Christ: 
"  It  is  expedient  for  you  that  I  go  away; 
for  if  I  go  not  away,  the  Comforter  will 
not  come  unto  you; 
but  if  I  depart,  I  will 
send  him  unto  you  " 
(Johni6:7). The  Ko- 
ran words  it :  "And 
when  Jesus  the  son  of 
Mary  said.  Oh,  chil- 
dren of  Israel,  verily 
I  am  the  apostle  of 
God  sent  unto  you, 
confirming  the  law 
which  was  delivered 
fcefore  me,  and  bring- 
ing good  lidingsof  an 
apostle  who  shall 
come  after  me,  and 
whose  name  shall  be 
.■\hmed"  (TheArray, 
the  6ist  chapter). 

As  Ahmed,  or  Mohammed,  is  born  a 
bright  light  appears  in  the  sky  and  illu- 
mines it.  All  the  idols  in  the  world  fall 
down,  and  the  thousand-year  old  fire  of 
Ahura  Mazda  (Ormazd)  in  the  Temple 
of  Zoroaster  is  extinguisht. 

Thomas  wrote  that  while  yet  in  his 
cradle  Jesus  had  said:  "  Mary,  I  am  Jesus 
the  Son  of  God,  that  Word  which  thou 
didst  bring  forth  according  to  the  declar- 
ation of  the  angel  Gabriel  to  thee,  and 
my  Father  hath  sent  me  for  the  salvation 
of  the  world"  (l  Inf.  1:3).  Similarly 
speaks  the  new-born  Ahmed:  "God  is 
great!  there  is  no  God  but  God  (.Allah 
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Taala),  and  I  am  his  prophet!"  This 
declaration  seems  to  have  been  quoted 
from  Augustine,  who  wrote  some  three 
centuries  earlier:  "For  who  is  Lord  but 
the  Lord?  or  who  is  God  save  our  God? 
(  Confessions,  book  i,  ch.  4 ) . 

Mohammed's  father,  Abd'allah,  is  dead, 
so  after  having  him 
christened  his  mother 
Amina  gives  him  to 
be  reared  for  his  first 
five  years  by  a  nurse 
in  a  Bedouin  tribe  in 
thegreatArabiandes- 
ert.  In  his  sixth  year 
.Amina  dies.  The  or- 
phan lad  it  nowcared 
for  by  his  grandfather 
Abd'almotalleb,   a 
priest  of  the  Caaba 
Temple.  Two  years 
later  his  grandfather 
dies.  Sorrow  has  ever 
traced  down  this  lad 
who   is   destined   to 
lead  his  people  out  of 
the  gross  idolatr)' of  the  'time  of  ignorance' 
and  bring  unity  to  a  divided  nation.  Once 
he  stated  that,  "In  the  whole  world  I  had 
but  one  friend."  From  now  until  his -first 
marriage,  he  is  cared  for  by  a  loving  uncle, 
Abu  Taleb,  who  is  yet  to  die  an  infidel. 

Until  his  marriage  to  Khadijah,a  noble- 
woman, Mohammed's  education  comes 
not  from  books,  but  is  the  result  of  prac- 
tical experience  gained  in  merchandising 
and  in  war.  He  can  not  read  or  write,  un- 
til the  angel  Gabriel  tells  him  to  write  the 
contents  of  the  great  table  so  that  men 
can  know  God's  will.  This  table  is  quite  a 
mixture  of  Magiism,  Christianism,  and 
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SPECIAL  ANNOUNCEMIJJT  " 


As  per  the  announcement  in  the  May  num- 
ber of  The  American  Viewpoint,  this  magazine 
and  the  American  Viewpoint  are  no  longer 
running  as  a  supplement  to  each  other.  In- 
stead, each  magazine  is  to  receive  separate 
development.  American  Viewpoint  gets  the 
departments  of  Food.  Health,  Geneology,  Dis- 
cussions of  Books  and  Magazines  and  several 
new  departments.  Private  Opinion  retains  the 
Mexican  serial.  News  Notes  by  Marion  Blod- 
gett, a  new  musical  department  to  be  initiated 
in  the  next  number,  an  art  department  and 


several  other  new  departments.  And  we  are 
glad  to  announce,  tha»awtkii%i^uffle,  we  were 
awarded  the  stories  built  around  the  character 
of  Ferran,  the  official  of  the  musical  founda- 
tion and  most  of  Margaret  Nickerson  Mar- 
tin's material  and  for  these  two  latter  awards 
we  are  duly  thankful.  And,  as  American  View- 
point announces,  we  are  expected  to  blos- 
som out  with  gorgeous  art  work  and  some 
new  and  interesting  departments.  Here's  to 
us! 

— The  Editor. 


NOTES    and    COMMENTS 


By  MARION  BLODGETT 


Jack  Dempsey  is  sporting  a  nice  little 
memento  from  Pearl  Harbor  these  days, 
in  the  shape  of  a  very  much  battered  piece 
of  a  Jap  plane  shot  down  at  Pearl  Harbor. 
The  bit  of  historic  wreckage  is  on  display 
in  the  window  of  Jack's  Broadway  restaurant. 
Everyone  in  the  metal  and  allied  lines  in 
and  near  New  York  should  pay  a  visit  to 
Jack,  and,  after  being  fortified  with  one  of 
Jack's  fish  dinners,  set  to  and  study  that  bit 
of  wreckage. 

The  plane  must  have  looked  something  like 
one  of  those  Christmas  toys  that  the  skibbies 
used  to  send  us  in  such  great  quantities,  and 


it  is,  indeed,  lined  with  metal  that  was  in- 
tended for  toys.  One  of  my  party  noticed 
that  this  material  had  the  general  appearance 
of  being  fabricated  out  of  pieces  of  tin  horn, 
but  I  explained  that  the  metal  was  coated 
while  still  in  sheet  form,  in  the  same  man- 
ner as  in  the  manufacture  of  toys,  then  cut 
to  shape.  Some  one  asked  if  I  had  any  idea 
who  sold  the  skibbies  the  metal  and  I  admit- 
ted that  I  have.  See  if  any  of  you  boys  and 
girls  of  the  metal  trades  can  identify  the 
rapscallion. 

Another  thing  I  noticed  was  that  this  frail 
{Continued  on  page  3) 
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GET  OFF  THE  HIGH  HOBBY 
HORSE ! 

Tim  Thrift,  amateur  journalist  and 
printer  is  one  of  my  favorites  in  the  n. 
a.p.a.  but  he's  all  wet  about  "  But  —  I 
do  n't  want  to  print."  Anyone  invest- 
ing in  a  hand-press,  type,  etc.,  loves  to 
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Here  is  a  late  photo  of 
W.  Edward  Tevis.  He 
is  serving  the  United  on 
the  Board  of  Directors. 
Ed  is  an  able  amateur, 
and  loyal  to  the  core. 
The  United  always 
comes  first         with 

Director  Tevis. 
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Peace,  perfect  peace,  is  what  we  ask 
tor  a  world  all  torn  and  bleeding. 
Where  each  performs  his  wanted  task- 
^or  such  peace  we  are  pleading. 

When  soul  and  intellect  progress, 
^reate.  construct  and  not  distroy 
By  Ignorance  and  mighty  stress 
What  Nature  gave  without  alloy; 
Then  every  human  here  below 
Shall  know  the  value  of  a  life. 
Not  given  for  the  sake  of  woe" 
Nor  yet  to  fill  the  earth  with  strife. 

Peace,  perfect  peace,  is  what  we  ask- 
AIJ  nations  knowing  true  rebirth- 
A  world  revealed  without  a  mask- 
When  man's  good  will  shall  rule  the  earth. 

—A.  W. 
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Distributed  Free  to  Members 
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In  A  Single  Year 

16-Unit  Press  Uses 
9000  Tons  of  Paper 

The  story  of  the  Mictmi  Herald's 
rise  irom  3,000  copies  daily  in 
1912  to  over  100,000  copies  today 
is  one  that  interests  every  ama- 
teur journalist  if  our  mail  for  the 
past  month  is  a  basis  for  judg- 
ment, so  Post  Imperfect  brings  its 
readers  part  two  of  its  story  of 
the  Miami  Herald. 

The  Herald's  giant  16-unit  press, 
each  unit  capable  of  turning  out 
16  pages,  consumes  some  9,000 
tons  of  newsprint  every  year  and 
has  a  thirst  for  ink  that  can  be 
quenched  only  by  300,000  pounds 
of  black  and  20,000  pounds  of  the 
colored  liquid. 

Four  motors  with  a  combined 
strength  of  400  horsepower  pro- 
pel thousand-pound  rolls  of  paper 
through  the  press  at  high  speed. 
A  particular  tricky  piece  of 
mechanism  supplies  a  new  roll  of 
paper  each  time  one  is  exhausted, 
pasting  the  new  onto  the  old  with- 
out so  much  as  a  slowing  down 
of  the  press. 

Arched  page-size  printing 
plates  are  cast  in  the  stereotype 
department  which,  with  its  eight- 
ton  pot  and  double  casting  box, 
can  cast  six  plates  every  minute. 
Over  20  tons  of  stereotype  metal 
are  used  in  the  department. 

News  is  received  constantly  by 
mail,  private  delivery  service, 
telegraph,  teletype  machines  of 
AP,  UP,  and  INS,  and  from  local 
reporters  and  correspondents. 


FIVE  DOLUm.  flZLT 
IS  BIG  iB&m 

June  1943  was  an  epoch-making 
month.  Thivt^0Sti£^g^i£isi£djiaif^ 
saw  [a)  Congress  giF^rride  the 
strike  Iveto,  (b)  Allied  forces  bomb 
and  sieze  Pantelleria,  (c)  "88" 
Keyes  escape  from  the  grain- 
thresher,  and  (d)  Ed  Wall  and 
Larry  Donovan  combine  to  form 
Post  Imperfect. 

Which  of  these  events  is  of 
more  importance  to  the  human 
race  carmot  be  determined  ex- 
cept by  the  dictates  of  time,  but 
'the  editors,  knowing  little  about 
(a),  (b)  or  (c),  have  chosen  to 
bring  you  a  graphic  picture  of 
Lhe  meeting  in  which  event  (d) 
occurred. 

It  was  on  the  eve  of  the  first 
printing  of  Wallpaper,   of  which 
this  is  the  successor,  that  Ed  Wall 
received   his   first   bill   from    Ad- 
vance     Press.      Suppressing      a 
scream.  Wall  hastened  to  the  Mi- 
ami Herald  and  located   fellow- 
copyboy  Larry  Donovan. 
"Have  you  five  dollars?" 
"Yes,"    replied    Donovan,    du-  ■ 
biously,  hand  on  wallet. 

"What  are  your  opinions  of  the 
post-war  world?" 
"Well  ...  I  ...  " 
"Do   you   think   that   the   New 
Deal  is  here  to  stay?" 

"  .  .  .  Uh  .  .  .  well,  offhand  I  .  .  ." 
"Splendid.  I  can  see  you  are  a 
man  of  strong  opinions,  profound 
intelligence,  and  are  free  from 
the  bindings  of  political  preju- 
dices. Congratulations!  You  are 
now  my  new  associate  editor." 

Thus  Wall,  bolstered  with  the 
knowledge  that  he  was  not  alone 
in  the  publishing  business  and 
fortified  with  five  newly-acquired 
dollars,  released  Wallpaper  onto 
the  public  and  then  combined 
with  newly-acquired  Donovan  to 
produce  edition  tv/o. 

This  is  it.  We  hope  you  like  it. 
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'Liberty  Under  God" 
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Our  Papers 
At  War- 


PRESSING  FOR  VICTORY 


SINCE  Peter  Zenger's  acquittal  of 
printed  criticism  against  the  gov- 
ernment, i  n  the  days  when,  the 
United  States  was  a  colony,  the 
press  has  been  a  foremost  bulwark 
to  uphold  the  people's  rights  lamd 
pnyileges.  Through  the  vicissitudes 
which  transformed  America  from 
.thirteen  sprawling  states  to  a  unit- 
ed world  power,  that  historic  de- 
fender of  liberty  has  never  more 
been  needed  than  now  to  protect  all 
that  is  dear  and  decent. 

How  empty  do  these  thmgs  pro- 
mulgated against  the  press  in  more 
tonquil  times  seem  in  wartime, 
controlled  by  moneyed  interests" 
and  catering  to  advertisers"  were 
hurled  periodically,  indiscriminately 
and  ineflfectively.  For  such  criti- 
cism ihardly  applied  to  more  than 
an  infinitesimal  number.  Usually 
the  eflfervescence  emanated  from 
persons  who  feared  the  indepen- 
dence and  power  of  the  press,  who 
sought  to  avenge  a  grudge  or  gain 
Hidividual  advantage 

Today,  however,  that  perenniallv 
prosaic  topic  of.  "The  Press'"  dis- 
vfv^'^l  ^*^  academic  robe.  Americans 
vividly  recall  the  first  step  toward 
totalitarianism— muzzlement  of  the 
Sovf •  , .Becoming  mere  echoes  of 
party  line  and  official  dictum  the 
papers  new  status  paved  a  path  of 


By  HAIG  ANLIAN 


^^T  persistently  pertinent  are  the 
words  of  Tom  Paine,  written  manv 
years  ago:  "Whoever  has  made  ob- 
servation of  nations  will  flS  gen- 
era ly  true  that  the  manners  of  a 
nation  .can  be  better  ascertahied 
from  the  character  of  its  preS  than 
H^NP^  ?*^'5  Circumstances." 
HENCE,  freedom  of  tJhe  press  as- 

fT''Z°7  momentous  Sing. 
F^ar  apart  from  England's  abolish- 
ment in  1688  of  .the  office  of  Im- 
pnmateur,  who  inspected  all  man- 
uscripts before  printing.  No  longer 
tu?nf  K.f  ^j"^^  *°  the  twists  Ind 
editors  °''^*°^^  ^"^  ^°*ery 

President  Roosevelt  has  stated- 
War  imposes  grave  new  resoonsi- 
bilities  on  all  of  us,  but  uoon  no 
public  sei-yant  does  the  responsibU- 
heavnv^thtn  ^""^  ™.*^S"ty  "St  more 
is  the^rii^tv  T^"  ^^'^  P^ss.  Theirs 
i,,i,  °^^y  °^  keeping  ,the  neonle 
fu  ly  and  faithfully  informed  " 

v.',?^  tv?  ^^'■'  ^?  ^^  certainlv  must 
wage  the  press  is  a  potent  weapon 
On  this  point^Supreme  Court  Ju°"- 
l^L^'^^f^  Douglas  declares-  "it 
must  make  war  on  our  illusions  and 
on  cur  wishful  :*!hinking.  Our  dem- 
ocracy cannot  function  unless  the 
Turn  to  Page  2 
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EXTRAORDINARY! 

AGREE  THE  CRITICS 

After  reading  that  far-sighted,  thought 
I  provoking  volumn 

Poems  of  Progress 

BY    WALTER    WARD  HAMILL 

And  you'll  agree  thafJ^g^H 

the  best,  most  up.  to -tfiSw^HLI 
minute  booklet  of  aroateut.  ^^^1 
v«r»e  now  published;  9  I9tt 
Attractively  printed,  j 

heavy  paper  cover.  -«~— 


autographed 


I      First,    limited     edition; 
copies  10c,  3  for  25c. 

Order  from  the  Author 
3219    Guilford   Ave.,    Baltimore,  Md. 
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"In  time  of  peace,  prepareJo 

The  adage  us?d  to  say. 

Let  not  this  lie  delude  ySPiRo89  IW 

in  this  eniightend  day. 

If  four  men,  fully  armed,  s*^SSl9d^^e 
To  argue;  can't  you  see? 
Th'  odds  are  high  the  grave  would  claim 
The  corpse  of  two  or  three- 
Let  reason  take  the  place  of  arms 
Let  justice  rcign  abroad. 
Denounce  this  military  curie — 
Intolerance  and  fraudl 

-'Salter  W.  JIamill 


Bead  Hamllls   booklet,  POEMS  OF  PBOGKESS, 
loc  per  copy.    Order  Irom  the  editor. 
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Series  C-1 |  jjgJWOvember  1944 

Introducing  "P  E  G" 

PEG  is  exactly  what  tHe  name  implies,  a  guide 
for  Amateur  publishers  and  editors.  It  will  be 
devoted  exclusively  towards  the  improvement  of 
the  A.  J.  press.  My  private  hope  is  that  it  will  be 
stimulating  and  inspirational.  Contributions  of 
all  kinds  dealing  with  publishing  and  editing  will 
be  carefully  considered. 

• 

Information  Please 

I  am  preparing  an  article  entitled  "America's 
Uncreative  Country  Press"  and  could  use  weekly 
newspapers  from  all  over  U.  S.  A.,  particularly 
those  doing  a  better  than  average  job.  Send 
copies  of  papers  or  address  of  editor.  Thanks. 
• 

In  Praise  of  Harper's  Bazaar 

Reccommended  reading  for  A.  J.  editors  is 
Harper's  Bazaar,  It  is  one  of  America's  finest 
commerical  magazines,  leaders  in  their  own  field 
of  fashion  reporting.  Fiction  and  poetry  distin- 
guished and  always  worth  reading.  A  fine  civiliz- 
ed magazine  to  study  and  emulate. 
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LIKE  THE  MAN  who  said,  "Thank  God  I  am  a 
Harvard  man!"  I  can  also  say,  "Thank  God  I  am  an 
amateur  journaHst."  For  I  can  truthfully  declare 
that  I  had  the  best  time  ever  at  the  Philadelphia 
convention. 

Although  I  have  been  to  four  conventions,  this  was 
my  first  as  a  member  of  the  National  Amateur  Press 
Association.  It  really  meant  so  much  more  to  be  able 
to  take  part  and  to  feel  that  the  business  was  my  in- 
terest, too.  However,  I'll  leave  the  business  to  the 
older  and  more  competent  members,  and  confine  my- 
self purely  to  the  social  side  of  the  convention. 

From  the  moment  I  arrived  at  the  Hotel  Adelphia 
I  knew  the  convention  was  to  be  a  success.  Bernice 
McCarthy  and  I  had  a  room  together,  and  although 
it  was  the  darkest  and  gloomiest  one  we  had  ever  seen, 
we  didn't  bother  to  move  because  we  didn't  intend 
to  see  enough  of  it  to  mind.  And  we  didn't! 

After  catching  up  on  what  we'd  done  since  we  had 
seen  each  other  at  the  Boston  convention  (which  took 
till  practically  dawn!)  we  were  awakened  bright  and 
early  by  my  father  inviting  us  to  breakfast.  Needless 
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£  "Everbody  = 
S  lovea  scandal"  = 
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In  the  Interests  of  the  Raw  Deal 
A  Blow-by-Blow  Broadcast 
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=         "Now  it         S 

S  E 

=     caa  be  told"     s 
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Great  Cincinnati  Convention — Ohio  Valley  Writers' 
Guild  Plays  Bip  Part—  -^muk 

Wouldn't  Join,  But  Tried  To  ^dtf  nQinjj 


K 


unOFFICIAL  MINUTES 

PRESIDENT  FELICITAS: 
"All  in  favor  raise  your  hands. 
Say,  you  Rudey  Bailey  Writers 
caa't  vote—you're  not  menabers." 

"HI-HOLLER"  DUNLAP: 
"It's  a  outrage  to  muscle-out  me 
gang  just  fer  they  isn't  jlned." 

"GENTLEMAN  GEORGE"' 
PALMER:  "Let's  scram,  buddie. 
Our  semiprofesh  racket  will  be 
kilt  if  we  pal  wid  dem  ams." 

"CHUCK"  MACAW:  "I 
second  the  commotion— hold  that 
pose." 

"HAPPY-AM-I"  WYLIE: 

"Gentlemen,   gentlemen,   if    any~ 
Peace,  it's  wonderful." 


When  Cincinnati  asked  for 
1938,  it  had  but  two  members--Bill 
Dowdeil  and  Bob  Dunlap.  When 
the  convention  adjourned,  it  still 
had  but  two  members.  The 
September  National  Amateur  lists 
42  nonmembers  present  from  Cin- 
cinnati; 14  of  them  showed 
additional  interest  by  attending 
the  banquet.  Yet,  not  1  of  the  42, 
not  one  Ohio  Valley   Writer,    was 


recruited. 
Bob? 


Aslee 


itch, 


Spink  was  joshed  on  his  Con- 
stitutionalist for  amendments 
that  the  committeedidn't  approve, 
the  March  official  organ  publish, 
nor  the  proxies  print.  Helm  passed 
the  buck  to  the  president.  When 
his  Message  was  read  (Macauley 
was  absent,  driving  himself  in 
his  business— better  slow-up, 
George,  or  you'll  be  a  vital 
statistic),  he  admitted  his 
negligence  and  Helm  smiled  an 
I-told-you-so.  Despite  a  childlike 
countenance,  has  Spink  reached 
the  age  when  everything  that  he 
likes  seems  to  be,  as  Heywood 
Broun  says  of  himself,  either 
illegal,  indigestible,  or  immoral. 


Suhre  ran  true-to-form  and 
crossed  the  Gibson  mat  near  the 
finish.  He  blow-off  froth  when  he 
heard  that  Babcock  had  -muscled 
him  out  of  his  life  chairmanship 
of  the  proxy  committee.  He's  a 
good  loser  though,  and  a  suitable 
inscription  on  his  tombstone  would 
be  "This  is  on  me."  Although 
travel-worn   year    after    year     to 
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Kwill 


No.  5 


Special  Bull  Dcg  Ldition 


WANDERER  SENDS   GREETINGS 


29mt 


Wishes  Merry  Christmas 
*  u^SjI^aAII;  Extends  New 


ear  Cheer  from 
S.  S.  Calif otnia 


BACK  ON  LAND  AGAIN 


(f       Stop  Press 

^  News 


<o* 


(XdZmX.-^ 


^^' 


The      Wanderer,      erstwhile      "'I'lu- 

Hobohcmian"   and   also   known   under 

.arious  aliases  such  as   Paul   Liviufj- 

ston  Keil  and  Pauke,  in  an  exclusive 

,11    interview    to    The    Kwill    representa- 

n\\    tive  said  that  his  main  concern  these 

days    was   to   send    GRKE'IIiXGS    OF 

M^  ^THE  SEASON  to  his  friends. 

^Ij^^     Caught  sitting  on  the  extra  anchor 

J^  up    on    the    deck    he    was    internipte<l 

^•1  irom    his    afternoon    reading    by    the 

■  reporter  who  asked  him  several  ques- 

T  tions. 

'  "What  particular  message  would 
\-ou  like  to  convey  to  the  vast  arniy 
of  readers  of  the  "Kwill"  at  this  fes- 
tive season?" 

Taking  off  his  cap.  which  he  wears 
constantly  aboard  ship  excejjt  whiL- 
eating  and  sleeping,  the  restless  rover 
who  signed  on  and  off  many  a  shij) 
log  and  has  put  his  sign  on  many 
places  across  the  country,  replied 
that  he  wished  above  everything  that 
each  reader  would  have  a  delightful, 
happy  Christmas.  When  asked  just 
how  this  was  to  be  done  he  replied. 
( (.■|iiitinned  on  last  page) 
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P.P. A.  GAZETTE 

PERSONAL    PROBLEMS    ADJUSTMENT     GAZETTE 

A  NUGGET  FROM  NUGGETS.  YOU  BET! 


VOLLEYJ DECEMBER  BELLS  BOMB  IV 

PUBLISHED  MoT^lI^^T  ^.iaTtimM^*^^'*'*^^'''"^ 

■     JUST    BETWEEN    YoSKkD    ME~ 

M.ul(;.^^PR291944 

When  1  was  u  little  girl.ione  of  mv  st^f^Mttbers  told  m.-tl,,. 

rle    h    ^'"'^^'7^''^^  "'?=?">"«•  '^Ve  all  know  that  this   holiday 

>  "ehvt       'i''""   '''f ''''■'';''''^>'   "'■>'"'•''   Christ.  You   w.ll   learn 

ChlStu-Jis  .i^^V'-  ""'^"«""   ^"^"''^>-'    -'^    -   '^"-   that 

the  slm!',i!.'r  "'"■"•r  '""""'  nu  '.""^■''  '""'■*=  '-•onvenient  (or  ,„e   to    „se 

e  si  oner  way  of  wnt.ns  Christmas,  hut  I  understood  the  ri-^htness 

f  n.y  teacher  s  explanation.  I^e  not  once  misspelled  that  wo  d    in 

-" -^l^ChriSm^::'  ^  -^'extre,nelvconscious!^fthe.S.krwl;e:" 

wT    ''r  S.t"?as  spelled  in  anv  hut  the  right  wav     However 

W.en      tinnk  ol  Chris,,  I  d,i„k  of  Cenen^itv;  and  when      hink 

:•'  that  (nest  qnaluy  of  humankind,  I  think  ofgift-oivincr-  4nd  th   ik- 

.'.K  of  that  hnnos  to  mind  Christmas,  so  that  fmtrch   hetfer         ier- 

nd  the  true  meanu.s  "f  the  word.  Every  dav  ouoht  to   be  a       ff- 

S  v".;.-  day.  though  only  one  dav  in  each  vear  Is  set  aside  i\n-  speciLl 

..!.--nanee.  .No,  the  gn-i,,.  of  material  gifts,  bu,,    rather        e  Ti "  ," ' 

at  wi  1  t"''r"    >'"T  ''""^^  "^^i  ^""  ^'^  .■etai,:ed.^.,_-_Som^h     5 
iMt  « III  he  of  vual  value,  to  ennch  and  broaden  and   beautifv  their 

li£i  h^;:^j::r "  "■" '"' '"-  -" '"  "'^  «"^'"'s  -•■ » ^^ 

\\c  are  happiest  wiien  we  learn  to  give  freelv.  expectin-  nothin-r 
'or  o,nselves,  tl.ongh  ,t  ,s  a  law  of  life  "hat  thev  who  give -renenv 
..mve.  na„n-ally  and  .u.sought,  doubly  in  return.  Th^re  ^^  a  s  S 
kuKlofhappmess  that  comes  with  self-sacrifice.  Some  children  pos 
scss  a  surpns.ng  amount  of  the  self-sacrificing  kind  of  generositv.  j 
.  e  watched  the.n  at  play  and  ,„a,veled.  I  asked  a  little  bov.  'one 
h2i>J      •■""  '"  "'"-'  ''"','"'  '"  people?-  The  little  fellow  replied, 

.es.tatn.g  not  a  moment:  -'Oh  yes!  I,  makes  me  feel  happier  if  I  know 
1  ve  made  someone  else  more  happv.'' 

/Vs  we  show  good-will  and  kindness  and  generositv  toward  o,n- 
lellowmen.    we  moie  snrelv  comprehend  the  divine  idea 

A,  the  threshold  to  the  most    humane   and   kindlv   of  seasons 
penneated  wth  the  feehng  of  brotherhood,  wa.nied  bv  the  wine    .,(• 
«;.'n.;n>s,t.v.  lot  us  say  as   Charles    Di.-kens   sai.l:    "1    will  honor 
I  hristnias  in  my  heart  and  try  to  keep  it  all  the  year" 
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THE    MYTH 


Reflections  on  the  Fourth  Term 

By  HAIG   ANLIAN 


The  myth  of  indispensability  mer- 
rily continues  to  be  disseminated  from 
every  available  agency  of  communica- 
tion and  propaganda  in  this  War  Year 
of  1944.     Trumpets  are  sounding  the 
call  for  a  fourth  presidential  term  for 
Franklin  Delano  Roosevelt,  professed- 
ly without  his  proclaimed  benevolence. 
From  Democratic  Party  headquarters 
down  the  line  to  district  ward-heelers, 
the  cry  of  "Win  the  War!"  has  osten- 
sibly replaced  the  "New  Deal"  epithet. 
Removing    the    last    vestige    of    non- 
partisanship  in  politics,  labor  organi- 
zations have   combined   in   a   gigantic 
frontal  attack   to   re-elect  the  White 
House  incumbent. 

If  the  election  campaign  should  de- 
velop into   a  position,  as  it  is  often 
inferred    today,    that    the    Roosevelt 
worshippers  can  blatantly  contend  be- 
fore the   people  that  only  he  is  able 
to  win  the  war,  it  will  be  a  sad  spect- 
acle   for   the    United    States.     For   a 
nation    which    has    nurtured    leaders 
abundantly  in  every  field  of  endeavor 
for  a  nation  which  has  far  surpassed 
every   known   record   in    growth   and 
achievement,   it   is   nothing   less   than 
a  repudiation  of  American  democracy 
and  of  the  tradition  of  freedom  for 
any  person  or  group  to  remark  with 
a  straight  face   that  one  man   in  130 
millions    is    capable    of    carrymg    us 
through  to  a  successful  peace. 


The    Constitution    of     the    United 
States    designates    the    President    as 
Commander-in-Chief  of  the  Army  and 
Navy.     Some  zealous  fourth-termites 
would  frighten   the   American   people 
into  believing  that  he  holds  a  similar 
relationship  -with  our  civilian  {lopula- 
tion.      Even    in    this    emergency,    the 
Constitution  has  not  been  amended  or 
abrogated    to    confer   any    other   title 
than  "President"  upon  Mr.  Roosevelt. 
The   Congress   has   given   many    war 
powers  to  the  Executive  to  expedite 
the  needs  of  our  armed  forces  which 
he  heads,  but  it  does  not  follow  that 
his  plans  and  programs  for  the  war 
effort  are  exempt  from  review,  alter- 
ation, improvement  or  just  criticism. 
It  is  not  treasonable  for  any  Ameri- 
can to  continue  to  exercise  his  civil 
rights  in   wartime.     The    Department 
of  Justice  has  recognized  the  import- 
ance of  free   speech  by  a   liberal  or 
"leaning-back"   interpretation  of  war 
protective  measures.  The  record  mani- 
fests  that   our   militai-y    and    civilian 
security    has    not   been    endangered. 
This  is  in  contrast  to  the  scare  and 
emotional     campaigns     prevalent     in 
World  War  I. 

Let  the  Roosevelt  strategists  beware 
of  drifting  into  a  campaign  depicting 
F.  D.  R.  as  a  god-like,  indispensable 
being  whom  the  country  must  retain 
in  power  to  bring  back  our  soldiers 
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Reflections  on  the  Fourth  Term 

By  HAIG   AN  LI  AN 


The  myth  of  indispensability  mer-  I 
rily  continues  to  be  disseminated  from 
every  available  agency  of  communica- 
tion and  propaganda  in  this  War  Year 
of  1944.     Trumpets  are  sounding  the 
call  for  a  fourth  presidential  term  for 
Franklin  Delano  Roosevelt,  professed- 
ly without  his  proclaimed  benevolence. 
From  Democratic  Party  headquarters 
down  the  line  to  district  ward-heelers, 
the  cry  of  "Win  the  War!"  has  osten- 
sibly replaced  the  "New  Deal"  epithet. 
Removing    the    last    vestige    of    non- 
partisanship  in  politics,  labor  organi- 
zations have  combined  in  a  gigantic 
frontal  attack  to   re-elect  the  White 
House  incumbent. 

If  the  election  campaign  should  de- 
velop  into    a   position,   as   it   is   often 
inferred    today,    that    the    Roosevelt 
worshippers  can  blatantly  contend  be- 
fore the   people  that  only  he  is  able 
to  win  the  war,  it  will  be  a  sad  spect- 
acle   for  the   United   States.     For   a 
nation    which    has    nurtured    leaders 
abundantly  in  every  field  of  endeavor, 
for  a  nation  which  has  far  surpassed 
every   known   record   in    growth    and 
achievement,  it  is  nothing  less  than 
a  repudiation  of  American  democracy 
and  of  the  tradition  of  freedom  for 
any  person  or  group  to  remark  with 
a  straight  face   that  one  man   in  130 
millions    is    capable    of    carrying    us 
through  to  a  successful  peace. 


The    Constitution    of     the    United 
States    designates    the    President    as 
Commander-in-Chief  of  the  Army  and 
Navy.     Some  zealous  fourth-termites 
would   frighten   the   American   people 
into  believing  that  he  holds  a   similar 
relationship  with  our  civilian  popula- 
tion.     Even    in    this    emergency,    the 
Constitution  has  not  been  amended  or 
abrogated    to    confer    any    other   title 
than  "President"  upon  Mr.  Roosevelt. 
The   Congress   has   given   many    war 
powers  to  the  Executive  to  expedite 
the  needs  of  our  armed  foi-ces  which 
he  heads,  but  it  does  not  follow  that 
his  plans  and  programs  for  the  war 
effort  are  exempt  from  review,  alter- 
ation, improvement  or  just  criticism. 
It  is  not  treasonable  for  any  Ameri- 
can  to   continue   to   exercise  his   civil 
rights  in   wartime.     The   Department 
of  Justice  has  recognized  the  import- 
ance of  free   speech  by  a   liberal  or 
"leaning-back"   interpretation   of  war 
protective  measures.  The  record  mani- 
fests  that   our   military    and    civilian 
security     has    not    been    endangered. 
This  is  in  contrast  to  the  scare  and 
emotional     campaigns     prevalent     in 
World  War  I. 

Let  the  Roosevelt  strategists  beware 
of  drifting  into  a  campaign  depicting 
F.  D.  R.  as  a  god-like,  indispensable 
being  whom  the  country  must  retain 
in  power  to  bring  back  our  soldiers 
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Former  Printer  Writes 

For  Printing  Material 

>  A  few  weeks  ago  Mr.  Alex- 
ander received  a  request 
from  a  former  Hadleyite's 
mother  for  some  lesson  sheets 
on  printing. 

This  request  was  fulfilled 
almost  immediately  and  Mr. 
Barks,  printing  instructor, 
included  a  letter,  copies  of  the 
Dynamo,  and  a  Printer. 

The  boy  is  a  former  printer, 
Melvin  Gausling,  Printer  3c, 
stationed  "somewhere  in  the 
Pacific." 

He  states  that  "It  felt  good 
to  read  them  (the  Dynamo  and 
P«inteb)  «nce  again"  -and 
"Where  I  am,  mainland  papers 
are  pretty  scarce." 

He  complimented  The 
Printer  stafi"  for  "a  fine 
looking  paper."  For  that  we 
thank  him. 


->■  Where  frequent  ink  changes 
are  made  on  a  press  during 
the  day,  we  have  found  it  con- 
venient to  use  a  separate  ink 
spatula  for  each  color  of  ink. 
This  saves  time  in  handling 
and  cleaning,  and  avoids  con- 
tamination. 

We  have  taken  old  hack  saw 
blades  10  inches  or  longer,  for 
this  purpose,  cut  them  in  half 
and  in  a  few  seconds  the  teeth 
are  ground  away,  making  two 
useM  spatulas.  The  working 
ends  may  be  ground  square  or 
round,  as  desired.  The  flexibil- 
ity of  the  naetal  makes  them 
very  effective.  The  holes  at  the 
other  ends  make  it  possible  to 
hang  them  on  brads  nailed  to 
the  ink  cabinet. 

— Graphic  Arts  Monthly 


The  Kelly  Press 

In  this  issue  the  automatic 
feeder  will  be  described 


>  The  Kelly  Feeder  is  divided 
into  two  mechanisms,  viz:  A 
sheet  separator  and  a  sheet 
conveyor.  The  separator  mech- 
anism comprises  the  air 
blower  and  suction  parts,  the 
paper  lift,  the  height  guage 
and  automatic  lifting  parts, 
the  suction  wheels  and  connec- 
tions. She  conveyor  mech' 
anism  comprises  the  feed 
board,  conveyor  belts,  rolls 
and  tension  devices,  trips,  de- 
tecrorfT,  ~swtng'  framesr,  and 
such  parts  as  have  to  do  with 
the  conveying  of  the  sheet  to 
the  drop-guides. 

Time  may  be  saved  by  set- 
ting feeder  while  waiting  for 
form  O.K. 

Blast  Mouthpiece  is  adjust- 
able to  deflect  the  blast  to  the 
various  angles  required  for  dif- 
ferent grades  of  stock.  This  ad- 
justment is  made  by  moving 
small  handle  on  feeder  side  of 
frame.  When  correct  position 
is  found,  handle  is  secured  by 
thumbscrew,  the  correct  set- 
ting for  blast  can  be  deter- 
mined only  when  pile  is  at 
its  working  height.  Make  sure 
front  of  pile  is  at  proper 
height,  i.e.,  level  with  tops  of 
the  two  center  pile  guide  bars. 

To  Adjust: 

1.  Start  blower. 

2.  Move  rod  handle  up  as  far 

(Continued  on  Page  5) 


"Scoop"  Harrison  writes  about 

Rotary  Presses 

>  Probably  the  first  news- 
paper to  be  printed  by  steam 
driven  printing  press  was  the 
Times  of  November  28,  1814. 
This  machine  was  constructed 
by  Koenig  and  Andrew  Bauer 
and  had  a  flat  bed  and  a  con- 
tinually revolving  cylinder;  900 
sheets  per  hour  were  printed 
on  both  sides,  but  by  two  dis- 
tinct operations.  Later  a  ma- 
chine was  constructed  to  print 
upon  both  sides  of  the  sheet 
before  delivery. 

William  Bullock  invented 
the  first  press  to  print  from  a 
continuous  reel  of  paper,  in 
1865.  In  1868  the  Walter  rotary 
perfecting  press  was  built, 
which  printed  a  continuous 
reel  of  paper  on  both  sides 
from  curved  plates.  From  this 
developed  the  present  day 
newspaper  rotaries.  In  1870  a 
folder  attachment  was  invent- 
ed which  eliminated  folding 
the  sheets  by  hand  and  speed- 
ed up  production  enormously. 

In  1827  Applegarth  and  Cow- 
per  built  a  machine  for  print- 
ing on  one  side  of  the  sheet 
and  capable  of  giving  4000 
impressions  an  hour.  In  1848 
Applegarth  invented  a  new 
type  of  machine  in  which  the 
cylinders  were  in  a  vertical 
position.  This  machine  gave 
8000  impressions  per  hour. 
Robert  Hoe  built  a  new  style 
press  in  1846,  known  as  the 
Hoe  type  revolving  press.  This 
machine  was  capable  of  turn- 
ing out  2000  sheets  per  hour, 
a  six  cylinder  press  gave  12,000 
impressions. 
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It  has  been  a  lotlg^time  siiTO  an  issue 
of  the  LITERARY  MEDLEY  has 
appeared.  As  things  stand  now  we  are  no 
nearer  print  than  we  were  the  last  two 
months.  I  haven't  written  a  manuscript 
for  some  time  now  and  although  a  few  are 
still  appearing  in  a  few  papers,  these  were 
written  a  good  time  ago  there  turn  has  only 
arrived.  In  order  to  kill  two  birds  with  one 
stone  I  am  putting  out  PLENTY 
PERSONAL,  using  only  articles  by  my- 
self despite  a  surplus  of  splendid  articles 
awaiting  the  next  issue  of  the  LITERARY 
MEDLEY. 

I  wish  to  thank  the  official  board  of 
directors  for  voting  me  in  as  chairman.  I 
hope  that  I  don't  disappoint  them.  The 
official  board  holds  there  meetings  about 
once  a  month  by  means  of  a  round-robin 
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CONCENTRATION 
An  illustrative  story  made  fam- 
ous by  Roger  Babson  years  ago,  as 
we  remember  it: 

In  a  Washington  laboratory  there 
is  a  "burning  glass",  like  the  ones 
used  by  cTiildren,  though  this  one  is 
three  feet  across.  It  collects  the 
sun's  rays  and  focuses  them  on  one 
spot.  The  rays  at  that  point  are  so 
hot  that  they  eat  through  steel  as 
easily  as  a  hot  knife  glides  through 
butter,  a  heat  so  teriffic  that  it  melt- 
ed instruments  used  in  efforts  to 
measure  it.    All  the  energy  comes 

Pazel 
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MACHINES  vs.  MAN 

I  know  a  man  about  46  years  old 
who  should  be  at  the  height  of  his 
mental  and  physical  vigor;  instehd 
he  is  a  mere  automaton,  doing  the 
things  he  is  told  to  do  and  thinking 
the  thoughts  he  is  told  to  think.  For 
18  years  before  the  war,  his  great- 
est mental  exertion  was  fittingxone 
kind  of  nut  on  the  assembly  line  of 
a  popular  automubile  or  absorbing 
the  predigested  pap  of  his  own  pres- 
sure group. 

I  know  a  printer  who  setup  a  bus- 
iness years  ago  in  a  small  town  with 
what  he  would  now  call  primitive 
equipment.  What  passes  for  ambi- 
tion struck  him  later,    and  he  went 
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exchIngE 

AMERICAN  AMATEUR  PRESS  ASS'N 


1st.  Exchange 


MAY,  1945 


Premiere 

The  AAPA  Printers'  Exchange  was  officially 
created  by  President  Wall  in  the  appointment  of 
Fred  Card  as  manager.  In  cooperation  with  the 
committee  of  four  prominent  AAPAns,  Leslie  Bo- 
yer,  Irwin  Brandt,  Ray  Albert  and  Sheldon  Wes- 
son, plans  were  formulated  for  its  organization 
and  operation.  This  journal  will  be  published  by 
the  manager  to  list  items  for  sale  or  exhange,  or 
wanted.  Send  all  items  to  the  manager.  Included 
will  be  articles  of  interest  and  help  to  printers. 
Help  firmly  establish  the  Printers'  Exchange  by 
sending  in  what  you  have  for  exchange  or  want. 
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Fred  Card  as  manager.  In  cooperation  with  the 
committee  of  foiir  prominent  AAPAns,  Leslie  Bo- 
yer,  Irwin  Brandt,  Ray  Albert  and  Sheldon  Wes- 
son, plans  were  formulated  for  its  organization 
and  operation.  This  journal  will  be  published  by 
the  manager  to  list  items  for  sale  or  exhange,  or 
wanted.  Send  all  items  to  the  manager.  Included 
will  be  articles  of  interest  and  help  to  printers. 
Help  firmly  establish  the  Printers'  Exchange  by 
sending  in  what  you  have  for  exchange  or  want. 
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Pubishcd  by  Johnnie  Vaglienti  and  BiU  BJradfiel<!«WTrrforiR  Ameri- 
can Press  Association.  Address  manuscrijjts  to  Editor  Johnnie  Vag- 
hsnti,  P.  0.  Box  92.  League  City.  Texas;  political  announcements  to 
Ed-tcr  Bill  Bradiield  Jr.,  Garland  News,  Garland,  Texas. 


Inter-Association     Laureates? 
1^01  WRITES  JOSEPH  GURRAN 


-V  IcAv  (lays  a-jfo  Burton  Crane 
ijivorcd  me  with  a  copy  of  his  very 
Jit'o  T  api-r,  MARAKA,  in  which  I 
iiotjpod  a  suffsestion  thy  Mr.  Crane 
to  lijivc  :i  litci>ary  r-onte.st  between 
tlic  amateur  pi-css  as.sociations. 

It  scorns  stnuio;e  that  'Slv.  Crane 
wonhl  i!ii!2:!rest  tliat  the  American 
be  peniiittcd  to  <'irtcr  such  a  con- 
test. Pc-liiiiis  :\rr.  Crnno  thinks  the 
Xationfil  woidd  win  all  the  prizes, 
or  pcrhap.-;  he  thinks  the  National 


could  "show  up"  the  American, 
then  asrain  perhaps  he  wishes  to 
.sret  'the  asisociations  to  combine,  so 
llnat  the  Xationai  will  ^et  the 
NomiTer  tnombere—tt- needs.  Mr: 
•'nine  has  written  much  about  the 
lowly  journals  jjublished  by  Amer- 
ican members,  alx)nt  our  low 
standard  of  writers,  about  how 
poor  we  look  next  to  the  XAPA, 
.•nid  then  in  the  next  minute  he 
.-iua-ffcsts  fliat  we  compete  with  the 
said  XAPA.  Mr.  Cnane  cannot 
dcin-  that  he  has  had  idea.s  of 
briuidnsr  the  American  into  the 
National. 

1  would  like  to  quote  from  the 
Ain-il,  lf):i7  issue  of  MASAIvA, 
ii:  which  Mr.  Crane  wrote  on 
pa-en  7  and  8  the  followinfr: 
"And  now  it  seems  that  the  dis- 
i-'iuntied  faction  of  the  United  has 
•'la-ted  to  ors'auize  the  America'.i 
AiiKitcur  Press  Association.  Such 
splits  .<.]iould  be  di.scoura.ared.  Loid 


knows,  pfilitics  are  .  a  splendid, 
vital  foree  in  amateur  journalism, 
but  the  every-man-his-own-party 
complex  .should  be  beaned  with  a 
beer  bottle.  If  N„,.Ibowi.i«-  doesn  't 
appeal  to  them,  let  ;the  rebels  pitch 
in  to  build  up  the  XAPA.  We  need 
only  one  national  orar.inization  to 
handle  the  dirty  work  of  mailing 
bureaus,  manuscript  bureaus,  pub" 
Iicity  and  recruitino:,  and  to  give 
us  a  clearins:  house  for  onr  papers 
tlirou<rh  its  mailino;  list.  Duplica- 
tion of  national  bodies  .sinip^ly 
multiplies  the  dirty  jobs  without 
I'roducinjr  any  more  papers  or  any 
n.oro  enfliiisiasm.  I'd  like  :to  see  a 
-4rive--t-o  i-etmite  the-  NAPA  and 
UAPAA  and  will  listen  ea-'eriy 
for  the  soft  "plop"  with  whi<;-h 
the   AAPA  falls   into  ol)livion." 

"We  must  be  wise  and  careful 
before  we  agree  to  any  plan  that 
will  get  us  mixed  up  with  another 
association.  Is  this  a  plan  to  unite 
the  American  Avith  the  X'ational? 
I  don't  know,  ibut  I  know  that  we 
would  be  wise  to  let  someone  else 
tiT  it  first.  There  is  an  old  saying 
that  has  much  wisdom  in  it,  and 
we  would  do  good  to  follow  its  ad- 
vice. The  .saying  goes:  "Be  not 
the  fii-srt  the  new  to  try,  nor  the 
last  the  old  to  lay  aside."  Let  ns 
tlierefore  not  Ibe  the  first  to  get 
mixed  up  in  any  plan  that  might 
disunite  us. 

— Jo.seph    Curran 


The  editors  are  interested  in  your  opinion  of  the  Inter- 
Association  Laureate  Contest  discussion.  Drop  us  a  card 
with  your  opinion  between  50  and  75  words.  .  .  and  we'll 
find  room  to  publish  it.  Thanks. 

P.  S.  Candidates,  don't  forget  to  inform  us  of  your  cam- 
paign tor  office.  First  campaign  announcements  will  be  in 
the  September  issue.  However,  politicians  are  requested  to 
not  release  publicity  until  the  October  bundles 


SOrrATTO-M  p'l  •'  ^^  AJVffiRICAN  AM.\TEUR  PRESS  AS- 
bOCIATION  Publication;  Not  a  publication  of  the  American 
Press  Association  as  stated  abov'e  American 
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Edited  and  published  often  for 
those  interested  in  the  politieal 
affairs  of  the  Anierieau  Amateur 
Press  Association  l)y  JohnnieVag- 
lienti  and  Bill  Bradlield.  This  issue 
is  assembled  by  Editor  Bill  to  act 
as  a  supplement  to  Vol.  4,  Xo.  :!. 
Vol.  4       Special  Edition         No.  4 


y  "  U  t 


OONKSt 


Political  Potpourri 

Late   politieal    flashes   have   made 
manv  changes  in  the  AAPA  poli- 
tieal  scene.   Two   candidates,    Roy 
r.arvon     and     Johnnie     Vaglienti, 
:ire  now   asking  for  other  offices. 
Several   prominent    members  have 
announced  that  they  are  not  seek- 
ing   positions.    In   this    late   issue, 
Political   Pot  gives  you   a  bulletin 
l)oard   view  of  the   political   front. 
It  is  possible,  although  improbable, 
that    errors   have    been   made;    the 
editors    believe    the    chart    to    be 
accurate,  however. 

As  for  the  ilinds-Made-Up- 
Wrong  classification,  that  openly 
states  the  beliefs  of  Editor  Bill 
Bradfield  and  does  not  necessarily 
represent  the  views  of  his  co- 
editor. 


Color  is  !i  a^u^it  thing  .  .  .  Tt  makes 
the  gals  mo^^WWWWHJJ''*''*'''''**"'" 
sets  more  (*(ffWVrri)l.'^^  tht-goods 
mocP  salea'ble  .  .  .  We  drive  home 
in  a  tan  ear  .  .  .  pau-se  for  a  veil 
ligiht  .  .  .  ba.tbi'  in  a  [.ink  tub  .  .  . 
dine  from  blue  china  ju-epared  in  a 
green  kit<-hcn  .  .  .  Put  us  in  a  red 
room  and  jisychologists  say  we  get 
mad  at    the   world   .  .  .  Put   us  in 
a    green    room    and    it    sootbs    our 
shattered  nerves  .  .  .  Put  us  in  a 
blue  room  and   we  live  the  depres- 
sion all  over  again  .  .  .  Bed  wine 
and   red   headed  women    make  our 
pnlse.s  beat  faster  .  .  .  ami  so  do 
blondes   and    brunettes. 


The  hardest  task  an  editor  faces 
Is  filling  in  these  two-line  spaces. 
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THE  PENGUIN 
Nature's  Comedian 

Mr.  Penguin  is  an  ideal  husband,  a  family  man  su- 
preme. Mrs.  Penguin  is  a  good  housekeeper.  They  come 
out  of  the  sea  in  the  months  of  February  and  Septem- 
ber and  settle  on  Penguin  Island,  in  what  is  known  as 
the  Southern  Sea.  They  build  their  home  by  digging  a 
hole  in  the  eardi  and  with  twigs  they  carpet  their  nest. 
But  the  inquisitiveness  of  penguins  sometimes  leads 
them  into  trouble.  They  can  never  resist  going  to  see 
what  the  other  fellow  is  up  to.  When  Mr.  Penguin  has 
gone  to  market  to  bring  back  fish  for  dinner,  leaving 
Mrs.  Penguin  guarding  the  prospecti\e  family,  the  curi- 
osity of  a  neighbor  sometimes  causes  complications. 
Should  Mr.  Penguin  return  and  find  an  admirer  with 
his  mate  he  attacks  the  intruder  with  beak  and  flipper 
and  there  is  much  blood  spilled.  After  a  considerable 
battle  the  intruder  slips  away  to  the  sea  to  heal  his 
wounds.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Penguin  settle  back  in  their  nest, 
heads  against  each  other,  all  forgiven  and  forgotten. 

Although  a  bird,  the  penguin  has  no  wings  and  can- 
not fly.  His  natural  home  is  the  sea.  He  is  a  fast  swim- 
mer and  the  fiercest  storm  has  no  terror  for  him.  When 
night  comes  he  rises  to  the  surface,  floats  and  sleeps. 
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VOLUME  ONE       i^-  :::„,,;..  J_.3Sm!! 


UR&E  DEVELOPl-iENT  OF  PERFECT 
PLAYGROUND  SITE  —  KULZICK 


In  an  "exclusive  "  statement 
to  "yours  truly", Mr.  Earl  J. 
Kulzick  said  that  it  would  be 
of  great  benefit  to  the  child- 
ren of  this  area  if  what  he 

called,  „ 

"THE  PERFECT  PLAYGROUND  SITE" 
on  N.  STORY  PAxRKWAY  near 
Bluff  Park  was  developed  in 
thenear  future. 

"It  would  keep   the  child- 
oen  off  the  streets  and 
thus  prevent  a  major  catas- 
trophe, "he  said. 

"STAii'F" 
Editor  and  puhlisher- 


Typesetter- 


Ken  Kulaick 
Boh  Dietzler 


Editorials 

*>*  "IT  CAN  HAPPEN  HERE"  ** 


Would  you  like  to  see  your 
child  or  a  neighbor's  child 
maimed  or  crippled  for  life? 

"IT  CAN  HAPPEll  HERE" 
The  children  of*  thi?  area 
Vi-^v-,  '-^eri  "f  c"»^ce':''  -^o  pl-ay  in 
the  streets, for  the  nearest 
public  playground  is  over 
ONE  MILE  AWAY.  Sventually 
there  vfill  be  disasterous 
results, 

"Much  can  be  prevented  by 
action,  little  by  word'.' 

POETRY? 

Another  dawn,  another  day. 
And  once  again, I'm  on  my  way, 
To  fame  or  fortune  or  perhaps, 
A  deeply  groved  financial 
lapse . 
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AMATEUR  PRESS  CLUB  FORMED  BY 
PACIFIC  NORTHWEST  JOURNALISTS 


BEST   WISHES    FOR 

Ik  i^l^RY  GHRISTK^I 

AND 

m  M&pp¥  mwm  YEAi 

FROM    THE    PACNOWE   CLUB 


WEST  COAST  BIDS  FOR 

194T  IVAPA  CONVENTION 

f. 

By  Dora  H.  Moitoret 

Activity  in  the  NAPA 
has,  like  atomic  energy, 
become  a  political  issue. 
The  West  Coast  has  equal- 
ed, if  not  surpassed,  activ- 
ity in  any  section  of  the 
United  States  in  the  past 
year. 

This  activity  has  been 
climaxed  in  the  formation 
of  the  Southern  CaHfornia 
Club,  the  Pacnowe  Club  of 
Pacific  Northwest  States, 
and  the  nucleus  of  a  club 


in  Eugene,  Oregon,  where 
Judson  Compton  has  set 
up  shop  and  anticipates  a 
splurge  of  activity. 

With  publication  of  such 
papers  as  Spectator,  Whim 
and  Tick  Tock  by  old-tim- 

Continued  on  page  4.  column  1 


CLUB  TO  WREST 
DOMINATION  OF 
A.  J.  FROM  EAST 

Seattle,  Wash.  —  First 
news  of  the  formation  of 
an  international  amateur 
press  club,  with  members 
from  the  Pacific  North- 
west representing  both 
the  United  States  and 
Canada,  was  made  public 
here  by  the  Advance  Pub- 
licity Committee  of  the 
club. 

Issues  Statement 

Marjorie  Whitlow,  com- 
mittee chairman,  issued  a 
statement,  saying,  "This 
is  one  of  the  more  impor- 
tant events  in  the  N.  A. 
P.  A.'s  long  history.  At 
last  the  West  is  becoming 
a  major  power  in  the  N. 
A.  P.  A." 

Meanwhile,  the  present 
members  of  the  club,  Jud- 
son   Compton,    Marjorie 

Continued  on  page  3,  column  1 


AVESSOIV    BEARS    NEW^S    TO    FELIX 


Lt.  Sheldon  Wesson,  tr- 
ansferred to  Japan  from 
Germany,  brought  news 
of  the  new  niece  to  Ensign 
Felix  Moitoret,  stationed 


in  Tokyo  waters.  Nothing 
like  an  official  messenger! 
"Shep  and  I  are  three 
hours  and  three  thousand 
fleas  apart,"  writes  Felix. 
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A  JOURNAL  FOR  THE  AA^ATEUR  JOURNALIST   >|^py  OTHER   WRITERS 

^—-  '""     No.  3 


JANUARY,  1945 


By  Ulysses  J.  Walsh 

(S^cAuthor  of  a  number  of  short  stories  and  articles,  Mr.  Walsh 
is  now  a  reporter  on  a  daily  newspaper.  He  is  a  member  of  the 
Elbeeaan  Legion  and  United  Amateur  Press  Alumni  Association. 


IT  WAS  in  the  year  1910  that  Wilhelmina 
Van  Brunt,  New  York  Social  Register- 
ite,  went  to  visit  her  rich  uncle,  Peter 
Van  Brunt,  at  his  home  in  the  "foreign 
quarter"  of  Peking.  Wilhelmina  was 
twenty-two.  She  had  soulful  blue  eyes 
and  a  flinty  heart  so  small  that  if  it 
had  been  tucked  down  inside  a  hollowed 
out  flaxseed  only  plenty  of  packing  a- 
round  the  edges  would  have  kept  it 
from  rattling  about. 

Being  a  lonely  bachelor,  Peter  Van 
Brunt  was  more  than  glad  to  give  house 
room  to  his  sightly  niece;  but  if  he 
had  suspected  that  within  forty  minutes 
after  eating  her  first  meal  under  his 
roof  Wilhelmina  would  begin  planning 
to  rob  him  of  Shen  Tse,  his  marvelous 
Chinese  cook,  the  old  man  might  not 
have  been  so  stimulated  by  her  coming. 
But  that  was  precisely  what  Wilhel- 
mina did.  Scarcely  had  she  unpacked 
her  trunks  (which  contained,  among  oth- 
er things,  a  teaspoon  "borrowed"  from 
the  home  of  the  President  of  France, 
a  souvenir  slab  from  the  Sphinx,  and 
numerous  similar  treasures  such  as  are 
commonly  amassed  by  American  tour- 
ists) before  the  idea  of  acquiring  Shen 
Tse  started  forming  in  what  passed  for 
her  mind. 

The  dear  girl  realized  perfectly  well 
that  it'd  be  a  dirty  trick  to  sneak  the 


pride  of  Peter  Van  Brunt's  household 
away  with  her  when  she  started  back 
to  New  York,  but  that  didn't  afflict  her 
with  the  slightest  compunction.  Shen 
Tse  was  so  great  a  culinary  artist  that 
she  could  do  nothing  but  draw  hefty 
breaths  of  exultation  when  she  thought 
of  showing  him  off  to  all  her  envious 
Social  Register  friends. 

Kismet,  however,  had  not  decreed 
Wilhelmina  should  long  maintain  her 
lust  for  the  Celestial's  services.  Before 
many  days  had  passed  she  became  fas- 
cinated by  his  pet  dog,  to  the  exclusion 
of  any  interest  in  the  animal's  master. 
This  was  the  more  remarkable  since  she 
did  not  at  first  like  the  creature's  ap- 
pearance. 

"Uncle  Peter,"  she  asked  one  evening, 
what  sort  of  a  dog  is  that  hideous  yel- 
low monstrosity  that  goes  about  with 
your  cook?  Is  it  a  Chinese  variety  of 
collie?  Whatever  it  is,  it's  frightfully 
ugly." 

In  reply  Uncle  Peter  slowly  and 
measuredly  told  Wilhelmina  that  the 
"hideous  yellow  monstrosity"  was  an  ex- 
ceptionally fine  specimen  of  purebred 
chow  chow,  a  breed  that  for  hundreds  of 
jears  had  stood  highest  in  favor  among 
the  dog  fanciers  at  the  imperial  court 
of  China.  And  his  niece  was  complete- 
ly overcome  when   he  went  on   to  say 
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From  Out  of  the  Past 


l',v  j\(;K  A.  Young 


Let's  forget  the  war  for  a  few  minutes 
and  turn  back  to  1939. 

Sue  Claudy  thrilled  as  she  stood  before 
a  large  display  of  new  dresses.    Through 
the  window  her  big  blue  eyes  gazed  at 
the  latest  fashions  from  Paris.     Uncon- 
sciously she  pulled  up  closer  around  her 
neck  the  big  fur  collar.    Her  hands  slip- 
ped   beneath    her    coat, 
while  her  feet  were  tap- 
ping  against   the  street, 
trying    to    relieve    them 
of  the  bitter  cold. 

The  big  clock  in  the 
tower  of  the  building 
struck  six.  The  wind 
was  increasing,  blowing 
the  fine  snow  about  in 
irregular  sheets.  The 
hurr\ing  people  pulled 
their  coats  tighter  and 
bent,  facing  the  wind,  as 
they  forced  their  way 
through   the  snow. 

A  strong  gust  of  wind 
whirled  around  the  cor- 
ner with  a  whistling  roar 
so  forcibly  that  she  was  turned  almost 
completely    around.     Suddenly   she  felt 
someone  catch  her  by  the  arm. 

"May  1  help  you?"  a  soft  voice  spoke 
close  beside  her. 

She  turned,  facing  a  tanned,  lean  face 
with  dark  brown  eyes  and  a  bright  smile. 
A  sudden  change  came  over  her;  a  de- 
lightful thrill  invaded  her  whole  being  as 


she  saw  the  face  before  her. 

"Tommv! "  she  cried  exultantly. 

"Sue!"  a  surprised  Tommy  exclaimed. 

Their  hands   met. 

"Where  in  the  world  have  you  been 
keeping  yourself  these  last  few  years? 
Tell  me  about  yourself,"  Sue  cried  ex- 

citedlv. 

Tommy  laughed.  Just 
a  minute!  One  question 
at  a  time.  Let  me  look 
you  over." 

He  stepped  back  and 
seemed  to  view  her  for 
the  first  time. 

"The  same  old  Sue. 
Even  more  beautiful 
than  the  last  day  I  saw 
you  in  school.  What 
are  you  doing  now?  But 
come,  can't  we  go  some- 
where out  of  this  storm 
to  talk  over  old  times?" 
Tommy  asked  plead- 
ingly. 

"1  just  got  off  from 
work.  1  was  waiting  for  a  car  to  go 
home.  We  can  go  there.  Tommy! 
Mother  was  asking  about  you  just  the 
other  day." 

"Fine.  Then  we  can  go  to  dmner 
later,  and  then  let's  sa\-  a  show  after- 
wards." 

"I'd    be    delighted!"    Sue    responded 

happily. 
Tommy  hailed  a  passing  cab,  and  the 


MA  RCH 
By  Miriam  Bralley 

The  Ki-nd   came   along 

With    a    lusty-voiced    tbrdl. 

He   cleaned   out    the   hollow 

And  smoothed   off   the   htll. 

He   swept  the  broad   roadway 

And  dusted  the  lane. 

But    with    the    Icnv   woodland 

He  worried   in   vain— 

l-'or  all  the  dead  brambles 

And  leaves  bad  hid  there; 

They  clung  to   the  roots 

And  vines   in  great   fear! 

Then  in  wild  frenzy 

He  huffed  to  and  fro  .  .  . 

And  lo!  Ill  the  morn 

He'd  concealed  them  with  snow! 


It  Struck  Sue 
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The  Care  of  Bees 

By  iNicK  WiLMORE,  Bee  Expert 


Cynics  say  that  dreams  never  come  true, 
but  here  is  one  that  is  attaining  realiza- 
tion, even  though  in  a  somewhat  round- 
about way. 

Right  here  in  the  beginning  it  should 
be  explained  that  the  title  of  this  article 
and  the  name  of  the  "author"  are  wildly 
misleading.  1  am  really  Ulysses,  Walsh, 
better  known  to  the  police  of  Roanoke, 
Virginia,  where  I  have  lived  for  the  past 
two  years,  as  "Jim."  In  the  old  "Lone 
Scout"  days  I  had  a  certain  meed  of 
what  boys  considered  fame  when  1  wrote 
for  that  eternally  beloved  magazine  un- 
der the  pen  name  of  "Ujawa,  LSQ." 

But  in  the  fact  that  in  this  good  year, 
1945,  I  am  now  writing  under  the  assum- 
ed name  of  Nick  Wilmore,  there  hangs 
a  tale. 

When  I  first  moved  to  Marion,  Vir- 
ginia, where  my  "career"  as  a  writer  for 
"Lone  Scout"  began,  1  was  just  enter- 
ing my  teens.  Like  all  other  teen-age 
boys,  I  had  my  roseate  dreams.  When 
I  wasn't  dreaming  of  becoming  a  great 
phonograph  recording  artist  like  my 
idol.  Billy  Murray,  who  has  since  become 
one  of  my  closest  friends,  or  imagining 
myself  writing  novels  that  would  top 
anything  Charles  Dickens,  another  idol, 
had  ever  been  ,nble  to  do,  I  fancied  my- 
self as  a  publisher. 

Tribe  papers  were  becoming  popular 
then.  I  acquired  ayearning  to  issue  one. 
but  aside  from  getting  out  one-copy 
lead  rencil  editions  of  a  journal  called 
"Bookdom."  which  no  one  but  myself 
ever  saw,  1  did  not  become  a  publisher. 

Except,  of  course,  for  coming  through 


with  one-copy  lead  pencil  editions  of 
another  periodical  called  "The  Crazy 
Folks'  Campanion,"  which  was  a  small 
boy's  rather  heartless  satire  on  life  in 
the  Southwestern  Hospital  for  the  Insane, 
an  institution  for  which  Marion  is  wide- 
ly noted  in  Virginia.  My  featured  con- 
tributor for  the  Companion  was  one 
"Rhyming  Rudolph,"  the  quality  of 
whose  \erse  may  be  gauged  by  the  fol- 
lowing,   quoted    from    memory: 

"There  was  a  man  named  Slaw 
Who  had  a  mean  mother-in-law. 
But  he  put  a  stink  bomb 
Into  dear  mother's  room — 
Since  then  she  ain't  been  saw." 

Yet,  while  solacing  my  printer's  am- 
bitions thus,  I  continued  to  dream  of 
the  days  when  1  would  be  the  sole  pro- 
prietor of  a  four-page,  six  by  nine  pub- 
lication whose  name  I  never  determined, 
even  in  my  imagination. 

Late  every  afternoon,  when  I'd  go  to 
the  home  of  ".Miss  Emmie"  Akej  to  get 
a  pail  of  buttermilk,  I'd  pass  the  home 
of  a  man  named  Nick  Wilmore  and  see 
him  working  in  the  backyard  with  his 
bees.  Always  I  thought  that  some  day 
I'd  stop  and  ask  Mr.  Wilmore  if  he 
would  write  an  article  for  my  non-ex- 
istent magazine.  In  my  mind's  eye  1 
saw  the  first  article  on  page  one  as  "The 
Cnre  of  Bees,"  and  it  was  written  by 
"Nick  Wilmore,  bee  expert." 

Never,  though,  did  I  stop  and  bluntly 
ask  Mr.  Wilmore,  "will  you  write  a 
piece  for  my  paper?"  Eventually  he 
(Continued  on  Pa.cte   2) 
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CRYSTAL  SFRINQ 

(A  Legend  in  Verse  of  How  Crystal  Spring.  Rockbridge  County, 
Virginia,  Won  Its  Name.) 

By  Katherine  K.  Kucker 

An  Indian  maiden,  strong  of  frame. 

Crept  to  their  tryst  beneath  a  cUft. 
From  hostile  tribe  her  lover  came; 

With  yearning  heart  he  journeyed  swift, 

A   chain  of  burnished  gems  his  gift 
To  rest  about  her  copper  throat, 

And  with  each  breath  the  beads  would  lift —   ■ 
Thus   her  response  was  givtn  note. 

He  sang  to  her  of  love's  white  flame 

Where  through  the  leaves  the  sunbeams  sift. 

Where  nature  works  and  hears  no  blame. 
Close  to  her  tips  she  held  the  gift- 
With  touch  of  grace  she  moved  to  lift 

The  links  that  matched  a  bluebird's  coat. 
Shyly  she  watched  the  shadows  shift. 

And  caught  the  stones  about  her  throat. 

An  Indian  warrior,  wide  of  fame. 

Stole  up  behind  this  trysting  clift. 
From  homing  tribe  this  stalwart  came; 

With  jealous   heart  he  journeyed  swift 

To  snatch  away  the  jeweled  gift. 
To   evil  ends  his  wiles   devote. 

He   let  the   hiding  shadows   drift 
And  then  stepped  forth  his  right  to  gloat. 

l'envoi 

Into  a  stream  where  shadows  drift, 

A   little  stream  washed  free  of  mote. 

She  tossed  the  gems  with  movement  swift 
Where  evermore  the  crystals  float. 
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"Meet  Me  In  St.  Jloul/*  W 


By  Ulysses  Walsh 


No  one  was  more  pleased  than  my 
friend,  Tommy  Collins,  when  the  old- 
time  waltz  tune,  "Meet  Me  in  St.  Louis, 
Louis"  had  a  revived  vogue  as  the 
theme  song  of  a  movie.  That  com- 
position has  a  peculiarly  personal  in- 
terest for  him. 

Tommy,  now  a  vigorous,  silvery- 
haired  man  of  sixty,  was  one  of  the 
first  singers  to  become  famous  by  mak- 
ing phonograph  records.  He  is  "well- 
fixed"  and  no  longer  sings  for  a  living, 
but  occasionally  makes  guest  appear- 
ances on  radio  programs.  He  also  plays 
a  nimble  game  of  tennis  and  frequently 
wages  checkerboard  warfare  against  me. 
Dr.  Harry  Blake,  his  friendly  opponent 
for  a  generation. 

This  story  goes  back  twenty  years.  One 
rainy  evening  in  February,  1925,  1  had 
just  returned  to  my  bachelor  apartment 
in  the  same  building  as  my  office  after 
eating  at  the  restuarant  across  the  street. 
I  was  wondering  why  my  favorite  news- 
boy, a  bright-faced,  red-headed  young- 
ster of  12,  hadn't  met  me  with  a  paper 
for  the  past  few  days,  when  Tommy 
Collins  walked  into  my  sitting  room. 

He  looked  tired  and  worried,  and  1 
decided  he  must  have  been  working 
hard,  making  records.  That  was  a  tough 
job  in  those  days,  when  artists  sang 
or  played  into  a  horn  projecting  from 
the  wall.  Sound  reproduction  was 
largely  on  a  hit-or-miss  basis  and  any 
number  of  things  could  go  wrong  be- 
fore a  satisfactory  "master"  record  was 
accomplished. 


"Anything  wrong  with  you.  Tommy?"  ■ ; 
I  asked.  "You  don't  seem  exactly  like  ■": 
yourself." 

"No,"  Tommy  replied,  "or — ^well,  yes, 
maybe  there  is.  1  don't  need  any  of 
your  pills,  but — oh,  thunder,  I'm  just 
put  out  because  I  didn't  like  the  way 
things  went  down  at  the  Climax  studio 
today.  1  had  four  new  comic  songs 
to  get  on  the  wax,  and  Phil  Earl,  the 
recording  director,  was  even  more  dis- 
agreeable than  usual— and,  brother,  that's 
saying  something! 

"Doc,  you  know  Phil,"  Tommy  went 
on.  "I  don't  have  to  tell  you  how  sar- 
castic he  can  be  and  what  mean  things 
he  can  bark  at  you  in  that  husky, 
cigarette-cough  voice  of  his.  It  was 
worse  than  usual  today  because  Climax 
is  cutting  out  horn  recording  and  put- 
ting in  a  new  system  where  we  have  to 
sing  into  radio  microphones — they  say 
it'll  revolutionize  the  whole  business  of 
record  making — and  I  was  having  my 
first  try  at  using  one  of  those  'mikes'. 

"Well,  somehow,  it  was  hard  for  me 
to  get  the  hang  of  it.  I  kept  'hammering' 
the  song  as  hard  as  I  could,  the  way 
I've  always  had  to  do  to  make  my  voice 
register  in  the  horn,  and  Phil  got  more 
and  more  impatient.  There's  a  new 
style  of  singing  coming  in.  They  call 
it  'crooning'  and  Phil  wanted  me  to 
do  that  new-fangled  whispering  stuff 
into  the  mike. 

"  'For  God's  sake,  you  fathead,'  he 
would  say,  'quit  bellowing!  Take  it 
easy!      You    don't    have    to    yell    when 
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RUNNING  the  entire  literary 
gamut  are  the  hundreds  of 
thousand  of"  effusions  contained 
in  the  38,000  publications  by 
amateurs  which  make  up  the 
Franklin  Institute  Library  of 
Amateur  Journalism. 

Although  not  generally  known, 
the  institute  possesses  the  biggest, 
probably  the  finest,  collection  of 
these  amateur  magazines  and 
literary  journals,  dating  from 
1750  to  the  present. 

Tangible  History  of  Magazines 

Available  to  the  public,  they 
are  particularly  valuable  to  stu- 
dents of  journalism,  for  they 
show  how  the  magazine  devel- 
oped in  both  England  and  Amer- 
ica. 

Each  of  these  papers  had  its 
own  aura.  Many  specialized  in 
this  or  that  literary  type.  The 
Bostonian,  for  example,  empha- 
sized the  adventure  story,  in 
which  the  story-teller,  alarmed 
at  what  seemed  to  be  a  clap  of 
thunder,     suddenly    realized     he 


was    listening    to   a    lion's    roar. 
Pure  Corn,  Old  Style 

But  the  editors  of  The  Bostonian 
did  not  feel  even  such  a  thriller 
sufficient  return  for  the  two  cents 
their  readers  paid  for  the  paper; 
they  included  as  well  all  manner 
of  anecdotes  and  jokes,  of  which 
a  sample  follows: 

"Why  is  kissing  your  sweet- 
heart like  eating  soup  with  a 
fork?  Because  it  takes  a  long 
time  to  get  enough  of  it." 

In  the  library  are  bound  copies 
of  The  Student,  said  to  be  the  first 
amateur  paper  on  record.  Pub- 
lished in  O.xford,  England,  in 
1750,  it  began  bravely: 
Nothing  Indecent 

"In  the  course  of  this  work 
particular  care  will  be  taken  that 
nothing  be  inserted  indecent  or 
immoral,  and  as  we  are  deter- 
mined to  give  umbrage  to  no 
person  or  party,  all  political  dis- 
putes and  whatever  is  offensive 
to  good  manners  will  of  con- 
sequence be  avoided." 
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"A  SURE  CURE  FOR  OVERTURNEIT  TYPE  CASES" 

PART   ONE 

•'I'll  g-et  it",  said  Jim,  stooping-  over  and  pawing-  under  the 
bench  for  the  wayward  piece  of  type.  "Ah!  Here  it  is",  he  ex- 
claimed, and  straightened  up,  his  shoulder,  as  he  did  so  neatly 
catching  under  the  projecting  edge  of  the  type  case.  There  follow- 
ed a  loud  crash,  the  dull  jingle  of  spilled  type,  then— a  profound  si- 
lence. 

Three  pairs  of  eyes  stared  at  the  metal  strewn  floor.  A  small 
voice  broke  the  silence.  "Gee  Whiz,  I  guess  I  knocked  over  some- 
thing" 

Apparently,  that  understatement  brought  the  owner  of  the 
spilled  type,  one' Joe  Raughly,  out  of  his  trance.  He  glared  at  the 
offending  Jim;  picked  up  the  overturned  case  and  slammed  it  down 
on  the  bench  "Something  is  right.  My  best  case  of  ten  point  body 
type.    A  twelve  pound  font.     Some  mess  I'll  say". 

"It  won't  help  any  to  smash  the  case",   I  observed  mildly. 
Joe  continued  to  glare  a  moment,  then  a  grin  stole  over  his 
face.     He  reached  down,   got  a  handfull  of  type  and  handed  it  to 
Jim.     "Here  pal.     You  always  claimed  you  were  so  good  at  distrib- 
uting type,    let's  see  you  distribute  THAT  type". 

Jim  grinned  sheepishly  and  accepted  the  type,  and  with  good 
feelings  once  more  restored,  we  all  set  to  work  replacing  the  type  m 
the  case.  Needless  to  say,  we  accomplished  nothing  more  in  "The 
Little  Old  Print  Shoppe"  that  evening-. 

The  next  day,  having  occasion  to  pass  the  residence  of  Joe 
Raughly  where  the  above  scene  took  place,  I  was  attracted  to  his 
basement  workshop  by  the  sound  of  an  industriously  applied  ham- 
mer Investigating,  I  found  Joe  busily  engaged  nailing  one-half 
inch  square  strips  across  the  ends  of  a  rectangular  wood  frame. 
After  looking  at  it  a  moment  I  recognized  it  for  what  it  was;  a  rack 
to  hold  full  size  type  cases.  "So  you  finally  got  around  to  making 
yourself  a  case  rack",  I  said.  "Is  last  night's  accident  the  reason? 
(continued  on  last  page) 
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"A  SURE  CURE  FOR  OVERTURNED  TYPE  CASES" 

PART    ONE 

"I'll  g-et  it",  said  Jim,  stooping-  over  and  pawing-  under  the 
bench  for  the  wayward  piece  of  type.  "Ah!  Here  it  is",  he  ex- 
claimed, and  straig-htened  up,  his  shoulder,  as  he  did  so  neatly 
catching-  under  the  projecting:  edge  of  the  type  case.  There  follow- 
ed a  loud  crash,  the  dull  jingle  of  spilled  type,  then— a  profound  si- 
lence. 

Three  pairs  of  eyes  stared  at  the  metal  strewn  floor.  A  small 
voice  broke  the  silence.  "Gee  Whiz,  I  g-uess  I  knocked  over  some- 
thing" 

Apparently,  that  understatement  brought  the  owner  of  the 
spilled  type,  one  Joe  Raug-hly,  out  of  his  trance.  He  glared  at  the 
offending  Jim;  picked  up  the  overturned  case  and  slammed  it  down 
on  the  bench.  "Something  is  right.  My  best  case  of  ten  point  body 
type.    A  twelve  pound  font.     Some  mess  I'll  say". 

"It  won't  help  any  to  smash  the  case",   I  observed  mildly. 

Joe  continued  to  glare  a  moment,  then  a  grin  stole  over  his 
face.  He  reached  down,  got  a  handfuU  of  type  and  handed  it  to 
Jim.  "Here  pal.  You  always  claimed  you  were  so  good  at  distrib- 
uting type,    let's  see  you  distribute  THAT  type". 

Jim  grinned  sheepishly  and  accepted  the  type,  and  with  good 
feelings  once  more  restored,  we  all  set  to  work  replacing  the  type  in 
the  case.  Needless  to  say,  we  accomplished  nothing  more  in  "The 
Little  Old  Print  Shoppe"  that  evening. 

The  next  day,  having  occasion  to  pass  the  residence  of  Joe 
Raughly  where  the  above  scene  took  place,  I  was  attracted  to  his 
basement  workshop  by  the  sound  of  an  industriously  applied  ham- 
mer. Investigating,  I  found  Joe  busily  engaged  nailing  one-half 
inch  square  strips  across  the  ends  of  a  rectangular  wood  frame. 
After  looking  at  it  a  moment  I  recognized  it  for  what  it  was;  a  rack 
to  hold  full  size  type  cases.  "So  3-0U  finally  got  around  to  making 
yourself  a  case  rack",  I  said.  "Is  last  night's  accident  the  reason?" 
(continued  on  last  page) 
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|UNNING  the  entire  literary 
gamut  are  the  hundreds  of 
thousand  of"  effusions  contained 
in  the  38,000  publications  by 
amateurs  which  make  up  the 
Franklin  Institute  Library  of 
Amateur  Journalism. 

Although  not  generally  known, 
the  institute  possesses  the  biggest, 
probably  the  finest,  collection  of 
these  amateur  magazines  and 
literary  journals,  dating  from 
1750  to  the  present. 

Tangible  History  of  Magazines 

Available  to  the  public,  they 
are  particularly  valuable  to  stu- 
dents of  journalism,  for  they 
show  how  the  magazine  devel- 
oped in  both  England  and  Amer- 
ica. 

Each  of  these  papers  had  its 
own  aura.  Many  specialized  in 
this  or  that  literary  type.  The 
Bostonian,  for  example,  empha- 
sized the  adventure  story,  in 
which  the  story-teller,  alarmed 
at  what  seemed  to  be  a  clap  of 
thunder,     suddenly    realized     he 


n 


was    listening    to   a    lion's    roar. 
Pure  Corn,  Old  Style 

But  the  editors  of  The  Bostonian 
did  not  feel  even  such  a  thriller 
sufficient  return  for  the  two  cents 
their  readers  paid  for  the  paper; 
they  included  as  well  all  manner 
of  anecdotes  and  jokes,  of  which 
a  sample  follows: 

"Why  is  kissing  your  sweet- 
heart Hke  eating  soup  with  a 
fork?  Because  it  takes  a  long 
time  to  get  enough  of  it." 

In  the  library  are  bound  copies 
of  The  Student,  said  to  be  the  first 
amateur  paper  on  record.  Pub- 
lished in  Oxford,  England,  in 
1750,  it  began  bravely: 
Nothing  Indecent 

"In  the  course  of  this  work 
particular  care  will  be  taken  that 
nothing  be  inserted  indecent  or 
immoral,  and  as  we  are  deter- 
mined to  give  umbrage  to  no 
person  or  party,  all  political  dis- 
putes and  whatever  is  offensive 
to  good  manners  will  of  con- 
sequence be  avoided." 
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INTRODUCTION 

With  this  issue  begins  a  quarterly 
pul->lic;ition  which  shall  be  known  as 
the    "Pentagton." 

The  Pentag-on  is  published  by  five 
members  of  the  younger  generation, 
who  are  bound  together  by  a  desire 
to  gain  recognition  in  the  field  of 
amateur- writing. 

Miss  Dorothy  J.  Cantfil,  who  assumes 
the  role  of  advisor,  is  a  teacher  of 
Hempstead  High  School.  Outstanding 
iimong  her  hobbies  are  reading  and 
writing..  In  connection  with  the  latte:' 
several   of  her  articles  were  published. 

Doroth.v  Green,  a  camera  fan,  is 
devoted  to  music,  plays  the  piano 
;ind    enjoys   swimming. 

Stanley  Abrams.  an  old  menxber  of 
the  A.  A.  P.  A.,  is  a  sport  enthusiast 
and   for  amusement,  he  writes  poetry. 

Eugene  Duffee  is  an  ardent  chess 
player.  He  has  the  singular  hobby 
of  reading  the  newspapers  of  yester- 
year. 

Yours  truly,  Harrj-  Gunther,  is  veiT 
much  absorbed  by  reading,  philately, 
and    writing. 

Harry   Gunther 


OUR    PURPOSE 

Men  and  women  of  our  daj-  are 
accused  of  having  lost  the  art  of  con- 
versation. There  are  some  who  would 
accuse  us,  indeed,  of  having  lost  the 
art  of  thought.  Not  the  least  import- 
ant of  the  signs  of  this  loss  is  said 
to  be  the  change  in  our  newspapers 
and  periodicals.  Erich  Werner  recently 
deplored  the  apparent  decrease  of  in- 
terest in  editorial  writing-.  There  was 
a  time,  he  wrote,  when  the  editorial 
l)age  was  considered  by  far  the  moat 
essential  page  of  any  newspaper.  Now, 
we  aj-e  all  aware  of  the  numbers  who 
road    a   paper    only    to    follow    the   ad- 


ventures of  Flash  Gordon,  to  ascer- 
tain the  scores  of  yesterday's  ball 
games,  to  absorb  the  details  of  the 
latest  scandal,  or  to  see  in  which 
shop  one  can  find  the  bigge.st  bar- 
gain  in  stockings. 

And  yet  the  five  of  us  who  propose 
to  wirite,  edit,  and  publish  this  paper 
are  out  to  prove  to  ourselves,  and 
perhaps  incidentally  to  a  few  others, 
that  these  arts  of  conversing,  writing, 
and  thinking-  are  no  more  lost  today 
than  they  ever  were.  We  believe  we 
have  plentiful  evidence  for  the  truth 
of  the  idea  we  undertake  to  prove. 
With  the  increase,  everywhere  in  this 
nation,  at  least,  of  forums  and  dis- 
cussion groups:  with  the  rush  of  men 
to  the  newstands  in  order  to  read 
not  merely  the  banner  headlines,  but 
the  editorials  of  The  New  York  Times 
and  the  Herald  Tribune  (witness,  for 
example,  the  heated  arguments 
caused  by  the  leading  editorial 
in  the  latter  paper  for  Thursday,  May 
16,  1940),  or  the  articles  of  Dorothy 
Thompson,  Westbrook  Pegler,  Leland 
Stowe,  and  their  fellows:  with  the 
interest  aroused  by  the  stories  of  a 
young  man  such  as  Saroyan.  or  by  a 
play  such  as  There  Shall  Be  No  Night; 
with  the  growth  of  an  organization 
such  as  the  A.  A.  P.  A.  itself,  whti 
could  support  for  long  the  hypothesis 
of  those  lugubrious  prophets  who  fore- 
tell the  doom  of  thought?  Instead  of 
saying)  that  we  wish  to  prove  the  art 
of  thinking  very  much  alive,  It  would 
be  far  more  accurate  to  say  that  we 
wish  to  make  for  ourselves  some 
place,  however  small,  in  that  world 
of  thought  of  which  we  are  very  keen- 
ly aware. 

Not  all  of  us  have  lite«-ary  or 
journalistic  aspirations.  True,  in  our 
more  sanguine  moods,  we  hope  to  pro- 
duce, twenty  or  thirty  years  from 
now,  at  least  one  of  the  so-called 
Great  American  Novels,  and  perhaps 
an  epic  poem  or  two,  hut  we  also  num- 
ber   r.mongst    us    at    least   one    future 
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Number  Seven       September.   1946 

Touch 

When  you  cling  to  me  in  silence. 

Flushed  with  murmured  dreams  unknown. 

Mystery  comes  in  through  our  window. 

Wafting  air  that  must  have  flown 

From  the  tents  of  ancient  purple. 

Dim  with  desert  candle-light. 

Where  the  quietudes  of  ages 

Veil  eternal  fields  of  white 

When  a  touch  enthralls  your  clasping. 
Strange  for  me  to  comprehend,   ^^ 
Intertwining,  paradisal. 
Pulsing  life  that  cannot  end. 

— Frank  E.  Schermerhorn 
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Number  Eight 


December,  1946 


MONASTARY 

On  Christmas  Eve  the  chants  of  tho  monks 

Far  on  the  mountains  resound. 

Lonely  and  eokl,  as  Gofl  they  behold, 

High  in  their  cloisters  renowned, 

They  sing  and  forget,  in  their  cold,  silent  halls, 

The  world,  and  themselves,  and  the  snow 

And  what  they  have  missed,  and  what  they  gained, 
Can  we  witli  our  cartliliness  know? 

—Frank  E.  Schermerhoni 
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THE  mna  is  'broken 

The  ring  is  broken  that  you  had  from  me, 

The  silver  bent  as  to  some  changeling's  wrist, 

Sullen  and  stained,  and  the  pure  amethyst 

Has  struck  the  pavement,  where  the  swift  shards  flee 

Like  stars  in  sunlight:  this  as  it  should  be — 

I  loved  you  when  I  gave  you  it  in  tryst, 

I  love  you  not,  and  well  your  hand  has  missed 

In  days  to  come,  its  pledge  of  victory. 

But  I  must  weep,  for  thrift  if  nothing  else, 

The  stone  that's  shattered  and  the  love  that's  flown: 

Little  they  mattered,  passion  or  the  stone! 

A  love  of  baubles  that  a  child  might  fling 

Away,  and  yet  a  pretty  childish  thing 

Whose  leaving,  like  its  petulance,  repels. 

"ms/mmi^^^m^    William  V.  Stone  wm^sm 
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)^ictute5  o-k  Wat 

By  Mei  HsiA  TsEN 


In  Canton,  my  "hometown"  in  southern 
China,  it  is  fall  as  I  write  this,  just  as  it 
is  here  at  the  University  of  Missouri, 
where  I  am  a  student  of  journalism.  In 
Canton,  the  "red  cotton"  trees  are  stretch- 
ing their  long  straight  trunks  and  wav- 
ing the  bright  red  blossoms  that  grow  at 
the  very  top  of  the  trees.  Above,  the 
sky,  as  always,  is  very  blue,  with  wan- 
dering white  clouds. 

Cantonese  believe  that  the  "red  cot- 
ton" trees  grow  in  competition,  each 
aspiring  to  be  the  tallest  of  his  group. 
This  desire  to  excel  is  regarded  as  a 
characteristic  of  the  southern  Chinese, 
also.  They  have  the  great  symbol  of 
Dr.  Sun  Yat-sen,  founder  of  the  Chinese 
Republic,  to  inspire  them.  Canton  is 
in  the  province  of  Kwangtung,  where  Dr. 
Sun  was  born  and  where  occurred  the 
heroic  incidents  of  the  Chinese  revolution. 

Now  that  I  have  told  you  something 
about  my  hometown,  1  will  tell  you 
something  about  my  family.  My  mother 
had  four  girls  and  no  boys.  In  old  China, 
this  would  have  been  considered  a  great 
misfortune.  A  woman  in  the  old  gen- 
eration who  did  not  bear  a  son  felt  guilty 
and  was  unhappy  all  her  life.  The  old 
Chinese  felt  that  daughters  were  worth- 
less because  they  left  the  family  when 
they  grew  up  and  married  and  because 
their  parents  had  to  give  doweries  to 
the  girls'  husbands.  Sons,  on  the  other 
hand,  were  valued  because  they  did  not 
leave  the  family  and  instead  provided 
more  members  to  help  preserve  the  fam- 
ily line  and  to  aid  in  the  farmwork. 


Since  the  Revolution,  Chinese  parents 
have  changed  their  ideas  about  girls 
quite  a  bit.  My  sisters  and  I  are  lucky 
because  we  were  born  into  a  family  such 
as  ours  and  in  such  a  generation.  Our 
parents  loved  us  as  much  as  they  would 
have  loved  sons.  We  were  sent  to  school, 
just  as  boys  are  sent  to  school. 

My  first  early  school  years  were  spent 
at  Wuchow,  a  small  city  near  Canton. 
I  attended  high  school  in  Canton.  When 
I  was  ready  for  college,  things  changed 
in  my  country.  Japan  had  invaded 
China,  and  there  was  no  more  happiness 
in  our  family  but  worry  and  tears  in- 
stead. With  all  Chinese  it  was  the  same. 
No  one  could  be  without  anxiety  for 
today  or  tomorrow.  Everyone  pictured 
in  his  mind  that  he  would  be  tortured 
and  killed  as  the  enemy  came.  Children 
would  be  taken  away  and  never  come 
back  again.  People  in  our  province 
began  to  evacuate  to  seek  safer  homes. 
I,  myself,  in  order  to  continue  my  edu- 
cation was  forced  to  separate  from  my 
parents  and  travel  from  place  to  place. 

That  is  how  it  is  that  the  last  time  1 
saw  my  mother  and  father  was  seven 
years  ago.  The  older  two  of  my  sisters, 
then  14  and  16,  traveled  together  to  a 
school  thousands  of  miles  from  home. 
They  are  now  in  Chungking,  and  like 
me,  they  have  not  heard  from  them 
for  two  years,  when  the  town  they  were 
in  was  occupied  by  the  Japs. 

It  was  in  Chungking,  the  wartime  capi- 
tal of  China,  that  1  finished  my  four 
years  of  college.    Next  I  worked  as  an 
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Your  River  Speaks 

By  Margaret  Dills  Gawthrop 


I   am  your  river,       ' 

Ploughing  deep  the  bosom  of  the  earth. 

1  have  made  my  bed 

But  I  will  not  lie  on  it  unless  I  choose 

to  do  so. 
Take  heed,  1  admonish  you: 
Approach  me  with  understanding. 
Or  1  will  destroy  you. 

I  am  your  river. 

Use  me  wisely,   for   I   am   both  friend 

and  foe. 
Restrain  me  and  I  follow 
To  do  your  bidding. 
Ignore  my  laws  and  I  will  snatch 
From   you  your  loved  ones   and  your 

home 
And  devastate  your  land. 

I  am  your  river. 

I  feed  upon  the  lesser  streams 

And  gather  mist  from  garments  of  the 

sky. 
Respect  me;  fear  me. 
For  1  can  be  the  servant  of  mankind. 
I  give  freely  of  my  bounty— 
But  1  can  freely  take  away. 

I  am  your  river. 

I    am   the  drink  for  thirsty  man    and 

beast. 
I  am  a  motivating  force  of  industry. 
I  turn  the  wheel  of  factory,  I  generate 

a   light. 


Without  me  you  would  not  prevail 
In  endeavor's  forward   stride— 
I   am  an  artery  of  life. 

I  am  your  river. 

I    provide  the  summer  outing  and  the 

swim. 
Building    reserve    for    harsher   days    to 

come. 
I    fan  you  with  my  moistened   breeze, 
I  murmur  comfort  to  your  tortured  soul, 
I  heal  your  hurts  with  soothing  song— 
I  help  you  to  forget. 

I  am  your  river. 

I  go  my  lonely  way,  and  give  your  ar- 
tist's eye 

A  picture  happy  to  behold. 

I  am  a  giant  liquid  needle 

Threaded  with  sunshine,  earth  and  sky. 

I  borrow  from  the  landscape,  the  rain- 
bow and  the  cloud 

The  colors  for  my  counterpane. 

I  am  your  river. 

I  push  my  way  through  mountains  un- 
abashed. 

I  will  not  stop,  though  all  the  world 
command  me. 

I  will  feed  you,  nourish  you  and  cherish 

All  that  grows  and  needs  me. 

But  I  will  seek  my  way,  unerring,  to 
the  tide. 

I  am  a  flowing  link  of  chain. 


M : 


P^K  Scribbler 

J?  PUBLISHED  IN  THE  INTERESTS  OF  AMATEUR  JOURNALISM 


Vol.  II 


July,  1946 


No.  4 


Business  for  Louis  was  not  very 
brisk.  The  late  afternoon  sun  sent  its 
vindicative  rays  over  the  low  roofs 
and  soot-grimed  chimney  pots  of  Sec- 
ond Avenue,  and  shimmering  heat 
waves  rose  dancing  from  the  sticky, 
tarred  bricks.  Little  mounds  and 
heaps  of  miscellaneous  scraps  and 
rubbish  with  which  the  pavement  was 
dotted  mingled  their  variegated  odors 
with  the  pungent  smell  of  the  tar,  and 
stagnant  pools  of  hydrant  water  glow- 
ed with  strange,  jewel-like  beauty  a- 
mid  the  rubble. 

During  intei-vals  between  the  thun- 
dering of  elevated  trains,  the  street 
was  unnaturally  quiet,  and  in  the 
stillness  Louis  drowsed.  Memory  be- 
stirred herself. 

The  street  became  a  white  stone 
road,  built  high  above  the  green,  sun- 
flecked  fields  it  divided,  that  lost  it- 
self in  a  purple  shaded  cleft  between 
the  distant  hills. 

The  pillars  of  the  elevated  struc- 
ture took  on  strange,  ghostlike  shapes, 
and  became  enormous,  aged  trees, 
their  blue-gray  boles,  weather-beaten 
and  dappled  with  gray-green  moss, 
branching  off  into  gnarled  and  twist- 
ed limbs  which  embraced  one  another 
liigh  overhead.  The  sunlight  stole 
softly  between  these  majestic  columns 
into  the  cool,  quiet  cloister  within, 
laying  upon  its  floor  an  orderly  mo- 
saic in  which  gray  squares  were  alter- 
nated vnXh  squares  of  white. 

A  shop  front  painted  blue,  the  rich 
turquoise  blue  of  the  placid  Mediter- 
ranean mider  a  placid  summer  sky. 


became,  when  touched  by  the  brush 
of  Louis's  fancy,  that  tranquil  sea 
itself,  glimpsed  through  the  pillared 
openings  on  the  right.  But  it  re- 
mained for  imagination  to  trace  in 
each  blue  panel  so  formed  the  heavy 
yet  graceful  branches  dressed  in  that 
peculiar  green  from  which  only  olive 
trees  may  cut  their  pretty  frocks. 

Closer  to  the  road,  and  upon  higher 
ground  that  sloped  up  from  the  sea, 
were  orchards  of  more  gaudy  trees, 
peach,  apple  and  pear,  standing  in 
orderly  rows  like  soldiers  at  attention. 
Young  soldiers,  these,  their  ruddy 
cheeks  blazing  with  the  ripening  fruit. 
Soon  the  flush  would  be  plucked 
away,  and  the  soldiers,  older  and 
wiser  after  their  struggle  with  the 
despoilers,  would  whisper  with  one 
another  and  rattle  their  empty  sleeves 
as  winter's  winds  swept  down  from 
the  mountains.  But  not  now.  Now 
they  laughed  aloud  in  the  high  time 
of  their  beauty. 

And  across  the  road,  beyond  the 
low  stone  wall  moss-dappled  and 
lichen-tinted  like  the  trees,  a  field  car- 
peted with  green  clover  stretched 
away  to  the  low-lying  hills  that  sat 
like'  patient  hounds  at  the  feet  of 
their  mountain  masters.  And  as  a 
hunter  carelessly  allows  his  dogs  to 
creep  closer  under  the  skirt  of  his  en- 
folding blanket,  so  the  mighty  moun- 
tains seemed  not  to  heed  when  their 
followers  nuzzled  their  noses  ever 
deeper  into  the  purple  hem  of  their 
misty  blue  gowns. 

As  the  sun  crept  lower  and  the 
shadows  lengthened,  there  came  the 
musical  click,  click  of  a  multitude  of 
tiny  hoofs,  beating  rhythmically  upon 
the  hard  road.  Strolling  leisurely  be- 
hind his  flock  came  a  smock-f rocked 


-r'6Zi 


Hza 


P^K  Scribbler 


^PUBLISHED  IN  THE  INTERESTS  OF  AMATflWI\,.J9,l,^IjJ^LISM 


Vol.  m 


October,  1946 


3yitw.«ecoRP 


No.  1 
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By  Sara  Sandt 


Mildred  Foster  sighed  as  she  lifted 
off  her  becoming  new  hat  with  its 
perky,  bronze  feather,  and  scruti- 
nized herself  appraisingly  in  the  full 
length  mirror  of  her  hotel  room.  It 
was  not  her  sweetlj''  matured  face  she 
was  observing,  but  her  new  hair-do. 
She  actually  blushed  at  the  transfor- 
mation it  made  in  her  general  appear- 
ance. 

"Not  bad,  after  twenty-three  years 
of  marriage,  and  raising  a  family." 
She  sighed  again,  wondering  if  many 
other  women  felt  the  way  she  did 
about  marriage.  Strange,  how  matter- 
of-fact  life  had  become ! 

But  now,  before  it  was  too  late, 
Mildred  had  decided  to  try  to  recap- 
ture a  bit  of  the  lost  romance  of  her 
girlhood.  In  marrying  John  Foster, 
she  had  never  been  quite  able  to  put 
the  thought  of  "Warren  Lane  out  of 
her  mind.  The  memory  of  his  over- 
ardent  love  making  stiU  made  her 
heart  beat  faster,  and  her  face  flush 
hotly. 

Mildred  had  never  spoken  of  War- 
ren to  John  since  they  had  been  mar- 
ried, and  John  seemed  to  take  it  for 
granted  that  no  other  man  had  ever 
played  an  important  role  in  her  life, 
but  himself. 

She  was  here  in  New  York  on  a 
three  day's  shopping  trip,  and  it  was 
her  first  trip  here  alone  in  years.  She 
and  John  had  been  living  in  Salsbury, 
Connecticut,  ever  since  their  mar- 
riage. Whenever  she  had  expressed  the 
desire  to  come  to  New  York,  John 
had  always  arranged  to  accompany 


her,  but  this  time  she  had  insisted 
upon  coming  alone.  She  said  she 
wanted  to  shop  for  some  new  clothes, 
and  had  asked  him  for  a  hundred 
dollars.  John  had  neither  approved 
of  the  trip,  nor  the  request  for  that 
much  money,  and  they  had  a  heated 
argument  over  it,  but  in  the  end  Mil- 
dred had  had  her  own  way. 

Now  she  had  finished  her  shopping, 
and  taken  time  out  for  a  permanent 
wave,  and  even  a  facial  massage.  It 
was  during  this  period  of  relaxation 
that  Mildred  had  suddenly  gotten 
the  hunch  to  hunt  up  Warren  Lane, 
and  a  little  later  in  the  day  she  had 
found  his  name  in  the  telephone  di- 
rectory. He  was  an  interior  decorator 
now  and  had  a  business  of  his  own  on 
Fifth  Avenue.  At  the  time  they  had 
had  their  foolish  quarrel,  Warren  had 
still  been  in  school.  How  long  ago  it 
seemed. 

Mildred  had  been  thinking  of  War- 
ren when  she  made  the  momentous 
decision  about  her  hair.  Now  as  she 
stood  before  the  mirror,  gazing  at 
herself  critically,  she  hardly  knew 
whether  she  had  made  a  wise  change 
or  not.  One  thing  she  did  know,  she 
was  not  going  back  to  Connecticut 
until  she  had  seen  Warren. 

She  set  off  like  an  excited  young 
school  girl,  and  as  she  stepped  into 
the  taxi,  she  felt  as  thrilled  as  if  she 
were  starting  out  for  a  first  date. 
Mildred  gave  the  taxi  driver  War- 
ren's address,  and  felt  herself  blush- 
ing self-consciously ;  then  she  relaxed, 
and  began  to  snule  reminiscently.  She 
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My  Mother  Waits  for  Me 

By  Margaret  Dills  Gawthrop 

My  mother  sits  and  waits  for  me 
By  fireside  lonely,  sad  or  gay. 
She  does  not  count,  nor  look  to  see 
The  milestones  mounting  on  my  way. 

Patiently  she  sews  and  dreams, 
Working  in  her  love  for  me 
A  pattern  bright  into  the  seams, 
A  hope,  a  faith,  in  fantasy. 

Will  he  be  hungry?  tired?  ill? 
Is  that  his  step  upon  the  stair? 
A  whisper  on  the  window  sill 
To  tell  his  mother  he  is  there? 

Old  hands  tremble,  eyes  are  bright, 
Sitting  upright  in  her  chair. 
Ears  that  strain  into  the  night 
Catch  each  tremor  on  the  air. 

J  Mother,  do  not  tire  for  me 

I  Waiting  in  the  firelight  there, 

5  Lest  I  fall  and  fail  to  be  j 

j  Mindful  of  your  watchfull  care.  j 

i^s^cs-^^  <;s^<ar^a5>  <is^C!r^^  ecj^o-'^as  ec^-o-^^as)  <S£:>^(srr:3S  •s^^o-'^asl 
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By  GRACE  PHILLIPS 
(Published  in  Singing  Quill) 

Beware  the  stuff  that's  made  of  sun  and  shadows — 
Remember  once  another  lonely  god 
Took  dust  and  dreamed  a  dream  and  breathed  upon  it 
But  never  wholly  captured  it  from  sod. 
Always  the  dream  he  dreamed  returned  to  nothing — 
Always  he  must  create  anew   ....   Beware! 
Your  shadow-dreams  may  walk  out  from  their  shadows 
To  melt  again  and  leave  you  lonely  there. 
Always  the  substance  of  the  shadow  passes, 
The  sun  goes  down  and  leaves  a  silvered  trail; 
Only  the  memory  of  a  dream  is  constant, 
The  substance  of  a  dream  is  far  too  frail. 
The  world  is  peopled  with  the  ghosts  of  dream-kin. 
Nothing  is  real  except  the  vain  desire 
To  reach  out  into  air  and  pluck  a  shadow 
As  capable  as  you  of  feeling  fire. 
But  always  as  we  touch  the  cherished  image, 
Within  our  very  hands  it  disappears — 
Unless  one  has  the  courage  of  the  first  god 
He  quenches  his  own  fire  with  his  own  tears. 
Unless  you  have  the  courage  to  dream  over 
And  over  once  again  and  yet  again. 
Beware  the  stuff  that's  made  of  sun  and  shadows, 
For  you  will  surely  lose  it — and  what  then? 
{From  NAPA   Manuscript  Bureau) 
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By  GRACE  PHILLIPS 

(Published  in  Singing  Quill) 

Beware  the  stuff  that's  made  of  sun  and  shadows — 
Remember  once  another  lonely  god 
Took  dust  and  dreamed  a  dream  and  breathed  upon  it 
But  never  wholly  captured  it  from  sod. 
Always  the  dream  he  dreamed  returned  to  nothing — 
Always  he  must  create  anew    ....    Beware! 
Your  shadow-dreams  may  walk  out  from  their  shadows 
To  melt  again  and  leave  you  lonely  there. 
Always  the  substance  of  the  shadow  passes. 
The  sun  goes  down  and  leaves  a  silvered  trail; 
Only  the  memory  of  a  dream  is  constant. 
The  substance  of  a  dream  is  far  too  frail. 
The  world  is  peopled  with  the  ghosts  of  dream-kin. 
Nothing  is  real  except  the  vain  desire 
To  reach  out  into  air  and  pluck  a  shadow 
As  capable  as  you  of  feeling  fire. 
But  always  as  we  touch  the  cherished  image, 
Within  our  very  hands  it  disappears — 
Unless  one  has  the  courage  of  the  first  god 
He  quenches  his  own  fire  with  his  own  tears. 
Unless  you  have  the  courage  to  dream  over 
And  over  once  again  and  yet  again, 
Beware  the  stuff  that's  made  of  sun  and  shadows. 
For  you  will  surely  lose  it — and  what  then? 
{From  NAPA  Manuscript  Bureau) 
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Unfaiir  Unjust  Untruthful      unethical 

M  ilwaukee,  Wisconsin,  June,  1947 

Harler  Tossed  off  Wma's  RoadroUer? 

Bob  Kunde,  the  Sage  of  Stevensville,  comes  out  (of  the  i^APA)  for  a 
candidt.te  in  National's  current  election.   So,  not  to  he  outdone.  The 
Peanut  poaster  comes  out  for  ^If  Eabcock  for  president,  just  to  shov/ 
that  all  -fflimeo-sloppers  are  not  supporting  his  opponent.  (Or  is  it 
opponents--we  hear  that  Vondy  i  s  hat  has  been  thro-'-n  into  the  ring). 

we  thought  this  election  vvas  all  cut  and  dried,  that  while  attention 
was  diverted  from  the  import£.nt  office  of  vice  president  by  the  big 
slugfest  between  the  poadroller  Party  and  the  Bandwagon  Party,  Harler 
would  slide  in  without  opposition. 

However,  judging  from  a  post  card  we  received  the  other  day  from  Chi- 
cs go,  Farler  was  been  discarded  in  favor  of  Bill  Groveman.  vhat  is  the 
trouble,  has  Harler  been  too  friendly  with  the  Bandv/agon  boys?  He 
deserves  to  be  elected  overv/helmingly  on  the  basis  ofi  his  activity 
since  his  return  from  service. 

we  still  insist,  on  the  basis  of  the  record  of  the  outgoing  president, 

that  the  vice  presidency  is  the  main  drag  in  National,  /^nd  it  seemed 
somewhat  laughable  to  us  to  watch  the  violent  arm-swinging  and  raised 
voices  occasioned  by  the  presidential  race. 

The  grand  pri^e  for  something-or-other  goes  to  the  Great  Lakes  Press 
Club,  which  post  cards:  "How  many  times  during  1947  have  YOU  found  an 
Alf  Pabcock  publication  in  the  bundle?  or  are  you  one  of  the  favored 
FEV/  on  his  private  list?" 

0.  K.,  Great  Lakes,  we'll  ask  you  a  few  questions: 

1.  How  many  a4-page  papers  have  you  publishea  in  the  past  50  years? 

2.  How  many  Scarlet  cockerels  have  you  founa  in  the  bundles? 

3.  How  many  Feather  Dusters  have  you  found  in  the  bundles? 

4.  Hov/  many  Live  '''ires  have  you  found  in  the  bunales? 

5.  How  many  Americanas  have  you  found  in  the  bundles? 

— 0— 
Here's  our  slate  for  National  officers.  Cut  it  out,  paste  it  in  your 
hat,  and  wear  your  hat  to  the  polls.  Vote  early  and  often  (well,  be 
careful  you  don't  get  CcUght  at  repeating) 

For  President:       Alf  Babcock   —  a  really  active  publisher 

For  Vice  President:   Ed  Harler  —  another  active  publisher  and  a  whiz 

of  a  mailer. 
For  Official  Editor:  Joseph  Gudonis  —  either  Senior  or  Junior  — 

they're  both  good 
F;xQ^:utive  Judges:    Sesta  T.  V£-.theison'  (a  good  friend  of  ours) 

Charley  Shattuck  (a  swell  guy) 

rillar:etca  Turnepseed  ('"illametta's  O.K.,  boys) 
— 0~ 
See  ycu  in  Detroit ! 
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,■:..    _.  -  :-mit'ii'tM*si  i^-s'tieV"'f HE ' -t^EN  a- 

dopta   a  nevir,^plJicy.o     After  conaid- 
iiv^exablB^^thoUglitv-ttie  Ejdlto^  decided 
; ;:    'it.hei  -ti me  hoid  ■corns',  f  br*  ^et  pnange  . 
iO--_  Triue^:j-:^our;  p^atprd^^isy'  bf^^'U  maga- 
•:■  .r  z|j:i©;/j: oT-^  1  Cterar^  expr e"a aion"   had 
a  great   deal   to  offer   ita  reader  a , 
f;'.;B\i-t/-:i.n-'.  the  as';;  days',..  jth.ere,  ia  great- 
D.u^.er...h^i'4  f 6T^a-b-iaiietin'.loi  reaotion 
.tv.  r^-r-=v.a  rre&'e t ioii-  t^'-'ali ,  iybridi  y 
.vi:. things,  ^---^hani-'tHyre  ■  is 'for  mere 
liteiary  expreaaion.      In  view  of 
thia,    jje  are ''ladop ting  a  policy  of 

J=rd"ac.xion reaction  that  will 

make  people    think. 

We  are  living  in  a  world 

ffhere  aworda   are  np-  longer  prac- 

ticaa  ;.' -  •Th&t   -i^rWhbre  ..the,  pen 

; .0.55163; ■■  in  j-; :•  Gffe"^ t et*; ' an d  big ger 

:-^ftMr%3;'wiii"bt>i-!ie   but  of  theae 

daya thia   ora.  r--   from  the 

:po.iht  of  ^''pen -than  from  the 
point   of  a  a word. 

We  will^.atiii   continue  to 
accept  aa  before,    worthwhile   cGi.- 
t r  i bu t  i  ona .  f  or  ^^ubl.i c a t  i  on .     We 

caak  .-thafyou  dbVo^itri'bute,     Se- 
all  art  idea   to  the  Editor,    3i9 
S.  Capitol  St., .  .lo (7a  City,    Iowa, 
If  yiou-uae  quotationa   or  excerpts, 
pleaae  give   ttie  .aourcea^.-  AiL'l   ar- 
-t  iclea  •ahoiii-d  be  ..Jimited'  t©  ROt 

-^ver  -500  .wbrd;a- •;■■"■   '   .■...■'■' ' 

Thus ,   Tp  PEN,g tr.ik.ea.. forward 
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Issue  Number  1  5,  1 948 


FOR    SALE 


STERLING   PUNCH    AND    ROUND  CORNERING   MACHINE 

Bench  Model,  Foot  Power  —   1    Round  Cornering   Knife 
3  Punches  $20.00  FOB  Buffalo 

E.  LAHDES,  363  Genesee  Street,  Buffalo  4,  New  York 


m;x'.ng  ink 


Always  remember  when  mixing  ink  to  mix  a  little  ot  a  time 
as  you  con  always  put  a  little  more  of  one  color  in,  but  it  is  im- 
possible to  take  it  cut.  By  coreful  mixing,  you  will  be  able  to  mix 
only  enough  to  print  the  job  with  and  not  hcve  a  gallon  left  over. 


P»ICE  LIST  ON   GALLEYS 


Constructed  of   18  gauge,   .0478  special    %    hard  cold  rolled  steel. 

3VL>  X  23y2  each  $   .65  2)4  x  23%  each  $  .79 

6V4  X  23y2  each        .86  8'.^  x  23%  each        .10 

8%  X  13       each        .63  10%  x  23y2  each       .25 

12      x  18       each      1.00  12%  x  23%  each      1.50 

10       X  16       each        .93  1 7  5/4  x  23 %  each     2.05 

18%  X  23%  each     2.25 

Send  your  orders  to:  "PRINTERS  EQUIPMENT" 
Shipped  from  factory,  F.O.B.,  Charlotte,   N.  C. 


Mention  "PRINTERS  EQUiPMENT"  When  Writing  Advertisers 
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SUMMI^jQ  ST  ALL  U? 

To  those  U7ho  missed  mij  /irsf 
issue  of   Pied  Type,  here  is  ell 
the   dop«.     The  editor  of  this 
paper  is  also  the  editor  of  mim- 
eographed Crescent    I  got  am- 
bitious and  bought  a   printing 
press  and  some  metal  tijpe.  The 
only  identificalion  marks  on  lh^3 
press  are  "C.  &  III."  It  is  hand 
operated  and   has  a  chase  of 
5"  X  7  1/2".   I  coUeeted   mot 
of  mij  tflpe  from  a  printer  dojjn 
the  street.   At  present,  m^  tups 
induces  Stumie.  Furturo,  Sen  ^t. 
Old  English.  Sh.ided  Text,  Par- 
■sons,  and  Italics.  The  only  cot- 
ch  is  that  1  nsed.  more  room. 
,   Printers,  keep  printing  IJour 
material  is  su^elLas  imprcsiioo 
paper  on  mij  pressl 

Tho  Iqpa  abooo-is  lopt.  Parsons  vhila 
the  headline  is  18  pi.  Fnlaro.  This  li)pe 
is  e  pt.  Parsons. 


December     IQ48 


OCTOBER  BUNDLE 
REVIEW 

It  looks  as  though  there  are  quite 
a  few  mimeographed  papers  in  the 
bundle  this  time. 

The  Lamplighter -This  paper  is  v.-ry 
hard  on  the  cyoj?.  Whenever  any- 
thing like  this  appears  in  my  bun- 
dles, I  just  tos.3  it,  aside  without 
reading  it. 

Carrier's  Corn  -  Thanks  for  the  scrap 
paper,  Bob! 

Buck's  Questionmark  -  Haeseler's 
paper  has  improved  since  he  used 
his  father's  new  A.  B.  Dick  mimeo- 
graph.  Nice  work,  Buck. 

Literary  Newsette  -  Willametta  is 
now  using  another  mimco  on  issui^ 
numl>er  281. 
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By  HENRY  JOHN  FIRLEY 

At  seventeen  Abe  ferried  the  Ohio. 
And  on  the  silver  fee  he  spelled 
E  PLURIBUS  UNUM. 

He  dared  not  dream  that  one  would  some  day  read 

His  face  like  braille  upon  a  copper  coin, 

That  he  would  keep  alive 

This  motto  stamped  in  Caesar's  tongue. 

Often  when  he  idled  back  the  empty  ferryboat 

He  d  gaze  far  down  the  river  of  many  streams. 

Not  looking  for  a  ship ; 

For  no  flotilla  could  quite  carry  in  its  hold 

The  cargo  of  his  brain. 

His  thoughts  were  long,  as  long  as  any  stream. 

His  memory  ran  the  length  of  any  river. 

To  him  Kentucky  and  the  current, 

Indiana  on  the  other  side  were  one. 

This  idea  molded  firm  within  his  mind. 

The  river  gave  him  definition, 

Right  perspective  for  his  years; 

Would  take  him  through  the  solitude  and  time 

A  journey  difficult  and  long. 

He  knew  Ohio  tide  turned  wheel  and  nourished  boll- 

Its  compromising  flood  was  broad  and  deep 

The  North  and  South  drained  life 

Into  its  westward  moving  course; 

It  was  the  middle  —  North  nor  South; 

The  Alleghenies  held  it  from  the  East; 

The  Mississippi's  thrust  had  robbed  it  from  the  West 

Its  compass  needle  pointed  to  horizon-beat. 

When  Shiloh's  carnage  would  run  crimson  to  its  swell 
The  earth  in  him  would  sing  the  river's  song. 
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16th  Yr. 


TRIBUTE   TO    A   PRESS    CLUB 

( lidilor's  Note — ()/"  ilic  inany  touching  letters  -urittcn  />v  scn'icrnien  hi 
the  recent  war.  7vc  think  this  is  one  of  the  best,  revcalincj  an  iinusnal 
hoiiyancy  of  wind  and  clarity  of  retrosf'cct.  While  penned  in  the  winter 
of  1942,  the  epistle  still  holds  much  interest  for  amateur  journalists  and 
as  a  piece  of  excellent  writinrj.  The  Hudson  Countij  Amateur  Press  Club 
has  resumed  regular  meetings  and  publication  of  its  unique  "Workshop:' 
Williams  was  an  officer  in  the  United  States  ytaritime  Service  in  the  7mr.) 

BY  ROGER  WILLIAMS 

MONDAY 

„:.-.  _^ ■.,._-.:...  --_^-_u.__Li^"^^.^'^'^   remiTids   mejjf^^o 

good  old  flay  of  club  k-tters  and' 
mailing  of  material  for  our  .storl- 
insf  paper.) 
DEAR  HAIG. 

Here  I  am  in  Seattle,  actually  in  the  midst  of  the  United  Amateur 
Prcs.s  Ass'n  fifth  columnists  and  I  have  not  made  the  slightest  attempt 
to  spy  upon  their  nefarious  activities.  If  I  were  an  upright,  honorable 
member  I  would  do  my  utmost  to  sabotage  their  efforts  in  the  flesh;  Imt 
no — I  give  not  one  thought  to  honor  or  duty.  I  allow  them  to  skulk  in 
their  seedy  hovels  and  concoct  evil  deeds,  and  I  lift  neither  hand  nor 
voice  in  chastisement. 

Forgive  me  for  my  lack.  Even  being  close  to  them  does  not  arou.se 
my  anger.  For  I  can  understand  why  they  act  and  think  as  they  do.  And 
you,  Haig,  need  only  set  foot  in  this  devil's  game-room  which  is  Seattle 
to  understand  as  clearly  as  I.  There  was  never  a  city  such  as  this.  It 
is  horrible.  The  people  are  strange  and  somehow  give  the  impression  of 
a  mass  false-facing,  as  being  entirely  synthetic  and,  at  the  ri.sk  of  allitera- 
tion, pathetic  as  well.  The  sooner  we  leave  this  weird,  brain-muck  the 
sooner  will  the  entire  crew  recover  from  the  warp  it  has  set  upon  them. 

There  you  have  Seattle,  and  as  far  as  1  am  concerned,  the  reason  for 
the  political  .strife  that  has  destroyed  much  of  the  pleasure  the  U.A.P.A. 
seemed  once  to  entail.  fOne  reason  U.A.P.A.  was  reorganized  in  194.=i. — 
Ed.)  Yet  even  with  the  sidelights  of  which — if  you  remember — 1  had  no 
liking  or  desire  to  even  acknowledge  as  existing,  the  Press  Club  (llndson 
County  Amateur  Press  Club)  afforded  me  a  tremendous  enjoyment. 
(Continued  on  Facte  Four) 
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It  is  often  said, 
that  tho  problems  be 
setting  us,  if  pro- 
sontod  in  a  humorous 
manner,  rather  than 
with  high-faluten 
viords,  will  promote 
a  greater  force  of 

per  you  will  find   =  '  '     

one  of  the  most  dis- ^^^ST  ROBIN  ARRIVES, COMPLAINS 
--      j  TO  MAYOR. 

r Milwaukee, Wis.-  The  first  ro- 
,  bin  of  the  year  arrived  this 
;  morning  to  set  up  living 
! quarters  at  tho  Mitchell  Park 
!  Veterans  Housing  Project.  He 


OFFERS  ORANGE  CRATES 
TO  VETERANS. 
Any town, USA.-  Some 
600  veterans . crowded 
the  park  lawn  last 
night  to  hear  Sena- 
tor Daft  announce 
what  he  would  do  if 


g  to  mah  pi; 
said  the  senator, 
"there  are  a  long 
line  of  new  homes 
waiting  for  youall 
Just  around  the  cor- 
nah.  When  ahm  in  the 
chaah  ah '11  show  you 
that  cornahl"  After 
the  speech,  the  Sen- 
•  ator  inspected  the 
LOrangeCrate  Housing 


graceful  conditions 

over  to  exist  in  a 

rich  and  bountiful 

Innd.  There  is  no 

need  for  it.  Today 

the  veteran  is  the 

almost  forgotten  man  flew  nervously  from  tree  to 

-,and  I  -say  almost-bo4J^s<^  sujzrxxundJjas--Jthe  ar^^v-bu^' ----. ^ 

cause  there  is  yet  |  finally  gave  up  in  disgust.  •  I'^ojec't  for  veterans 
his  vote  t^  bo  won.  ;  Seated  on  the  mayor's  desk,he^  ^^^  offered  to  ship 
From  the  careless-  ;  peeped  furioudly  about  his  inf-^^^  carloads  of  the 
noss,  greed,  .and  ut-i  ability  to  locate  a  home.  \  orange  crates  from 
ter  disregard  in  the  "  Every  tree  is  occupied  by  a!  ^^^  ^^^  '-°^®  orange 
housing  situation  fellow  who  claims  his  trailer!  S^ove,  for  the  pro- 
is  too  small  to  get  any  rest  \  J^^t,  at  Just  the 
in — the  kids  make  too  much   '  shipping  cost.  The 


h-.vc  arisen  broken 
homos  and  hearts, 
B nattered  children 
and  full, ovor-f los- 
ing court  calenders  I 
These  children  arc 
the  future  strenght 
of  America  and  they 
are  deprived  of  the 


noise.  What  am  I  gonna  dol  My|  senator  declined  an 


wife  is  expected  any  day  now  ■  invitation  to  spend 

and  I've  got  to  have  a  homo   '  *^®  night  in  one  of 

ready I"  ,  the  orange  crate 

The  mayor  suggested  he  try  ■  homes.  He  said  that 

tho  court-house  roof  if  ho   !  ^^  suffered  from 
„_  could  make  peace  with  the  pi-i Clnuster-phobia,fear 
family  circle  so  cs-SGons.  "Howovor" ,sald  the  ma-i °^  small  places.  Joe 
scntial  to  good  olt-'yo^»  "if  your  a  veteran,  if   'Veteran, one  of  the 
izehshipIWo  urge  yoiLJOu  carried  messages—  we  oan^  ^®^°^^*'  revealed,' 
to  vote  and  use  youi'P^^t  your  caso  before  the  Rod  i  ^®  ^^^  experienced 
„^  +  „  «,Tr,T.,T„  X, Cross  Housing  Board."  Mr.  Ro-'  "^^^  ^^-^^   feeling  in 

bin  shook  his  head  sadly  and  •  ^  fox-hole  and  was 

flew  away  disconsolately.  He 

hasn't  been  seen  since. 


vote  WISELY.  Know 
your  man  inside  and 
out.  America  needs 
a  strong  and  wiso 
leadership  and  a 
harmonious  congress, 
Make  DEM0CR5iC'^.  LIVE 
ESG:.USS  it  IS  THE 
RICHEST  INVESTMENT 
YOU  CAN  LEAVE  TO 


' still  suffering  from 
'  it.  "  Ah  know 


YOUR  CHILDREN, 


THE  POOR-MAN'S  GAZETTE  is 
published  by  Julie  Bartz  who 
thinks  tho  name  appropriate 
because  of  tho  type  of  paper 
used.  It  shall  appoar  from 

sale  to  sale  and  providing   ......^  _  „,,„,,_,^., 

th^-  advprtisors  are  generous  I  ton  to  vote  against 
iwith  one  side  of  tho  nnno-r.   : +>,o  uo,,o-«v,   ^ 


,  Just 

;  how  vouall  feel,mnh 
boy,"  said  the  sen- 
tor,  "  ahm  livin'  in 
Just  12  rooms  mah- 
j  self  J' 

j    Senator  Daft  is 
I  returning  to  Washing 
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A  5it  of  Explanation 

It  isn't  the  usual  custom  for  a 
member  of  the  American  or  Kational 
Amateur  Press  Association:  to  publisli 
a  deluxe  issue  of  an  amateur  journal 
(as  I  did)  and  then  suddenly  drop 
out  of  all  activity  for  a  period  of 
time  (as  I  have  doneK  Due  to  the 
pressure  of  workj  and  the  like,  ray 
activity  was  limited  to  just  looking 
at  the  contents  of  the  bundles  and 
being  satisfied  since  that  eventful 
day  in  September  vdien  that  14  page 
vfith  cover  and  cuts  PRIMER  hit  the 
streets   (and  those  gathered  at  the 
Ste  George  for  the  recordings  of  the 
National  Los  Angelas  conventL  on) « 
Now  that  the  new  Multilith  process 
has   been   incorporated   in   the 
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ve.-y  puzzled  look  on  he,   f.t      'Z"'"  '"  '"^  ^'^h  a 
what  does  Prexv  mean'"  S      ^"'^  ^^^^^'    "^addy.- 
-hen  I  to,d  he  JtreTnt  Preid'^rlh^'^^  ^'"^^^^ 
thought  someone  was  callin  J r  ^^^  ™"^^  ^ave 

a  warning  to  you  The  EH.  f  ■'?"'"''•  ^"  '^^  ^^at  be 
""'•selves,  but  we  stand  uitn''''""^^^^'  ^'"""^ 
there  are  seven  of  us  '''^'"'*  *^^  ^°^^d.  And 

Duringr  the  year  I  will  is.up  "p  .. 
fons"  for  outstanding  achW.nff'^;"''^^  ^ita- 
of  our  hobby.  The  first  ^'7^^"^^"*^  ^^r  the  good 
berg  for  the  remarkable  dtf'  '"  ^'^  ^"^  ^ind- 
vention.  the  S^  rl  n  -^  ^^^^^  ^^  the  con- 
certifieates  wni  ^.Z^Sll'^  ^f^^-  Su'tabJe 
some  amateur  pnnter  'h-     '"  ^'""^'^"^  ''^ 

unteer  to  print'them  foT  me"    "''  '^'^  ^"^  -' 

^^r/:t^^J;-:^--^ewhomef.mtime 
is  a  nice  section  of  he  Los  A  '^^^'^^d'^-  and  Arcadia 
has  1500  square  feet  of  area  "f^^  T^'  ^^^  ^ouse 
and  porches;  it  has  threela  "e  k!.  '"^  '^'  ^^^^^« 
"se  four);  two  bathroom.  (I  ?.^^™«"is  (we  could 
could  use  seven)    a  nSl  M  .^'^'""t™^^  't  appears  we 

in^  windows  facing  whj^'"^.™''"  ^'^^  Aoor-to-ceil! 
racmg  what  we  hope  will  turn  out  to  be 


FUESIDEMTIAL  VACK  VACK 

No.  2  August  1949 


At  the  August  meeting  of  the  So.  Calif.  A.P.C.  we  had 
the  pleasure  of  viewing  a  film  entitled  "Type  Talks," 
produced  by  American  Type  Founders.  It  is  a  16  mm, 
sound  film,  in  color  apparently  produced  for  television 
audiences,  and  well  worth  the  time  of  people  interest- 
ed in  printing.  Arrangements  for  showing  may  be 
made  with  the  company.  At  this  meeting  we  also  had 
a  running  account  of  the  Brooklyn  convention  from 
our  unofficial  delegate,  Wheeler  Dryden,  which  we 
enjoyed  very  much. 

Southern    California's   winter   sunshine   is   well 
known  and  brings  many  here  each  year  to  enjoy 
it.  Not  so  well  publicized,  but  fully  appreciated  by 
residents  are  the  cool  stunmer  evenings  and  nights 
that   bring  refreshing  sleep  to  everyone  except 
those  with  guilty  consciences  who  deserve  no  sleep 
in  California  or  elsewhere.  Cool  breezes  from  the 
Pacific  blow  in  each  afternoon  and  carry  away  the 
heat,  thus  giving  each  day  a  new  start.  Life  can 
beautiful  anywhere,  as  peace  of  mind  comes  from 
within,  but  in  Southern  California  the  weather 
does  its  part  to  make  it  more  so. 
Well,  all  of  the  Presidential  appointments  have  been 
made.  L.  Verle  Heljeson  will  serve  as  Chairman  of  the 
Bureau  of  Critics.  He  has  appointed  Roy  Lindberg  to 


PRESIDENTIAL  VACK  VACK 


No.  3  September  1949 

ALBERT  LEE  has  one  of  those  personalities  that 
radiates  friendliness  and  although  I  have  never  met 
him,  I  count  him  among  my  friends.  Some  confusion 
has  developed  concerning  his  status  as  Secretary-Treas- 
urer, for  which  I  am  mostly  at  fault.  On  August  15th 
I  sent  Al  a  letter  removing  him  from  office  for  failing 
to  send  the  editor  copies  of  the  convention  minutes 
for  publication  in  the  September  National  Amateur. 
Subsequently  I  received  additional  information  bearing 
on  the  matter,  and  on  August  29th  I  wrote  Al  again, 
rescinding  my  letter  of  removal.  About  August  9th  Al 
went  on  a  trip  to  Mexico,  took  his  notes  with  him,  and 
while  on  the  trip  typed  the  balance  of  the  minutes 
and  sent  them  to  Ralph  from  Mexico.  Up  to  the  pres- 
ent writing  they  have  not  been  received,  and  at  the 
date  of  my  first  letter  I  was  not  aware  that  Al  intend- 
ed to  do  as  he  did.  Many  a  young  man  has  gotten  into 
much  more  serious  difficulties  by  failing  to  reveal  his 
intentions.  At  present  Albert  Lee  is  still  our  Secretary- 
Treasurer.  In  view  of  a  very  heavy  schedule  at  school 
this  year,  and  a  desire  to  be  active  in  New  York  City 
politics,  it  is  possible  that  Al  will  find  it  too  heavy  a 
burden  to  continue  as  Secretary-Treasurer,  in  which 
case  the  membership  will  be  promptly  advised. 


r. 


PHESIDEIfmL  YACK  7ACK 


No.  4 


October  1949 


fhe  Lf'.'^M  A  P  i^'  "^"''^  ^^"  ^^'  ^«  y-  --d  this, 
the  p.esent  NAPA  year  will  be  nearly  half  gone  Are 

ye^^rfZhlh"'*'  r'^^  ^^"  '^^^  ^-«  -^- ^hi: 

year?  With  the  winter  months  ahead  providing  long 
rrS''  '°"'  ^^'■^"P^  ^°"  ">"  fi"d  more  tfme  to 
Let  ut  hopTso""  """'  ''^  '^  '^^  ^"^^^"'-  ^■«"'•-''-• 
AL  LEE  writes  that  our  surprise  at  finding  a  spool  of 
music  instead  of  banquet  speeches  was  no  less  than 
his  on  another  occasion  when  he  put  a  spool  on  the 
machine,  settled  back  for  some  delightful  music,  and 
instead  out  came  banquet  speeches!  I  could  be  wrong 
but  I  have  a  strong  hunch  that  Lee  will  adopt  some 
system  o    labeling  his  spools  to  avoid  this  mis'^ortune 
m  the  future.  The  few  slides  sent  to  us  by  AI  were 
projected  on  the  screen  at  the  So.  Calif    A    P    Club 

ED Wl7  RotERTTLLIS  f  T  '""'^T'  '^^^^^^ 
r^i^vvuN  KUJii^Kl   ELLIS  has  discovered  the  world 

to  be  a  much  larger  place  than  he  supposed.  He  started 

m  kindergarten  in  September,  and  a  few  weeks  later 

graduated  from  his  three  wheel  tricycle  to  the  more 

manly    'two  wheeler. "  Also,  his  list  of  acquaintances 

has  been  widened  considerably  by  some  thirty  or  forty 

classmates.  He  has  let  loose  of  his  mother's  apron 
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FRESIDENTIAL  VACS  7ACS 


No.  9  May  1950 


Once  again  a  spurious  paper  has  been  circulated, 
posing  as  the  official  organ  of  our  association.  This  one, 
dated  March  1950,  is  a  rather  elaborate  job  featuring 
a  photo  of  Robert  Carrier.  It  has  just  enough  of  the 
serious  tone  to  it  to  trick  many  into  believing  it  to  be 
the  real  thing.  When  I  received  my  copy  I  chuckled 
as  I  read  it  through  because,  as  everyone  knows,  I  just 
have  to  laugh  at  something  funny.  On  the  whole,  it 
was  a  good  job  for  the  sort  of  thing  it  was  intended 
to  be.  As  president  of  the  association  I  probably  should 
reprimand  its  authors,  but  they,  of  course,  are  anon- 
ymous. In  principle  our  official  organ  should  be  pure 
and  unreviled,  and  no  one  should  stoop  so  low  as  to 
use  the  name  National  Amateur  on  anything  so  gay 
and  witty  as  this.  The  silver  lining:  It  helped  to  fill 
the  gap  between  March  15th  and  the  date  you  will  get 
the  one,  the  only,  the  original  National  Amateur. 

A  letter  to  the  Postmaster  General,  Washington, 
D.  C.  dated  March  2,  1950: 

"Will  you  please  help  me  with  the  procedure  for 
getting  a  suggestion  for  a  commemorative  stamp 
before  the  proper  authorities? 


^°-   ^"  Juke,    1950 

IVEAD  THIS  one  slowly,  folks,  because  it  is  the  last  of  the 
Yacks  for  this,  my  one  and  only  term  as  President,  of  this 
my  one  and  only  amateur  press  association.  You  will  note 
that  it  is  number  ten.  It  was  my  intention  to  issue  one  each 
month  during  my  term.  A  special  postal  card  announce- 
ment replaced  it  for  one  of  the  months  (the  Ellis  finances 
bemg  what  they  are) ,  but  the  other  month  must  have  been 
lost  somewhere  in  the  shuffle.   A  minor  tragedy. 

As  I  write  this  copy,  on  May  25  th,  I  am  considerably 
more  at  ease  than  I  was  a  week  ago  at  this  time.  In  the 
meantime  I  have  received  my  copy  of  the  genuine  National 
Amateur  for  March,  1950.  My  postcard  advised  that  every 
effort  would  be  made  to  mail  it  by  March  31st.  That  was 
not  a  typographical  error.  It  was  the  best  of  intentions  at 
that  time,  but  fate  decreed  otherwise.  Have  you  ever 
noticed  that  you,  too,  sometimes  fail  to  do  what  you 
sincerely  mean  to  do?  Ralph  Babcock  has  made  an  unusually 
valiant  effort  this  year  under  extremely  difficult  personal 
circumstances.  I  appreciate  his  efforts  very  much,  and  will 
be  proud  to  shake  his  hand  at  Cleveland. 

The  close  of  the  convention  in  Cleveland  will  mark  the 
end  of  three  years  of  continuous  and  rather  strenuous 
activity  on  my  part  on  behalf  of  the  association  (and  my- 
self)— as  manuscript  manager  and  chairman  of  the  conven- 
tion arrangements  committee  in  1948  (a  good  time  was  had 
by  all).  Official  Editor  in  1949  (best  since  Burton  Crane 
said  one  kindly  soul),  and  President   (the  less  said  about 
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"For  unto  you  is  bom  this 
day  in  the  city  of  David 
a  Savj.or,  which  is  Christ 
Tlie  Lord." 

St.  Luke  2,  11. 
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Strike  Two -"Multing"  Funds 

Mr.  Charles  W.  He ins  has  once  more  hit 
below  the  belt,  thus  adding  insult  to  the  injury 
already  inflicted  by  his  previous  article  which 
appeared  in  the  Phoenix.  Instead  of  reasoning 
out,  or  simple  inquiry,  Heins  has  written  a 
sneaky  item  in  the  last  issue  of  "Slapstick", 
which,  incidentially,  was  never  received  by  this 
editor.  Let's  take  a  look-see  at  part  of  his 
attack. 

To  start  with,  he  continues  to  rant  and 
rave  about  being  charged  for  convention  maps 
which  were  received  unfolded  and  for  which,  he 
claims,  was  overcharged  for  postage.  Then  there 
was  the  Open  Letter  written  by  Floyd  Ackerman  in 
answer  to  some  charges  delt  to  him  by  this  Mr. 
Heins. 

Mr.  Heins  qoes  on  to  say,  "So  now  finally 
"smoked  out"  one  finds  a  dubious  Ackerman  Dollar 
(?)  listed^^after  five  months  delay.  The  in-=. 
ference  of  course  being,  that  Branch  'hoist  by 
his  ovm  petard'  had  to  shell  out  himself,  as  a 
cover,  however,  reimbursing  himself  by  multing 
(sic)  the  association  for  $6.23  for  printing  one 
hundred  Post  Cards.  Getting  himself  this  for 
setting  a  few  lines  of   type  and  a  (editor's 
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0.    an  easy  and  pleasant 


Guide  to  the  Art  of  Reading..." 
NUMBER     9  JUNE     1930 


The  Armchair  General 


Jack  L»  Marr 


Heirk  to  this  tale  of  a  mighty  one 

Outranked  perhaps,  but  surpassed  by  none. 

Who  with  wise  forthright  effrontery 

Portrayed  Cae'sar  for  his  country. 

He  was  a  household  institution 

While  the  world  was  filled  with  shootin' 

But  now  the  Dove  of  Peace  has  landed. 

I  just  wonder  can  he  stand  it? 

Where's  he  going  to  find  his  fun 

Now  his  lovely  war  is  won? 

No  more  battles  will  you  fight 
'Neath  your  trusty  reading  light. 
Scanning  fresh  communiques 
Of  encounters  far  away. 

This  parlor  warlord  joined  the  fray 

On  that  dark  September  day 

1939  the  year— .Remember? 

The  Campaigns  he  fought  were  many, 

His  advice  was  worth  a  pretty  penny, 

So  give  the  little  man  his  due 

For  he  fought  the  damned  war  through.    (over 
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As  petals  from  the  apple  tree  fall  to  the  ground, 
luay  ideas  from  rr.y  pen  fall,  to  be  scattered  around. 

I  feel  as  fluttery  as  those  petals  falling  to  the  ground  aa 
I  am  getting  this  paper  ready  for  the  United  Amateur  Press  Associa- 
tion. Nevertheless  as  I  catch  isy  breath  I  am  sending  each  member  a 
greeting  on  the  breeze,  and  I  want  to  say  that  I  am  happy  to  be  one 
of  you.  I  am  also  sending  along  on  the  same  breeze  many  thanks  to 
thos  who  sent  me  the  lovely  postcards  welcoming  me  into  the  organi- 
zation 


THE  SDHOOL  ON  PAaA^I^^E  CREEIT 

If  any  of  you  have  ever  attended  a  real  backwoods  country 
school  during  the  early  part  of  this  century,  I  ar;.  sure  that  you 
will  appreciate  the  primitive  conditions  of  the  one  that  I  am  going 
to  tell  you  about.   This  school  vras  located  on  the  beautiful  Para- 
dise Creek  about  a  mile  down  the  Umpqua  Ri^er  on  tae  opposite  side 
from  tne  farm  where  my  parents  had  just  moved.   This  was  the  f rurth 
move  my  parents  had  made  since  I  had  started  atLending  school  so.-ue 
five  years  earlier,  at  the  age  of  six.   This  constant  moving  gav5 
me  a  very  jumpy  type  of  edmcatio.i,  but  I  was  not  in  the  least  opposed 
to  it.   In  truth,  I  rather  liked  the  idea  of  meeting  new  playmates 
and  exchanging  our  views  about  the  different  school  we  had  attended 
and  the  kind  of  teachers  who  taught  us. 

On  the  first  day  of  school  in  this  new  place,  my  parents  had 
arranged  for  me  to  cross  the  river  with  the  neighbor  girls  in  then r 
skiff  as  there  was  no  bridge.  I  also  doubt  if  I  could  ha,ve  found  the 
schoolhouse  if  I  should  have  gone  by  myself  that  first  day,  as  I  soou 
found  out.   The  main  road  followed  along  the  river  at  the  foot  of  a 
mountain  range.   As  we  neared  Paradise  Creek  and  crossed  the  small 
covered  bridge  over  it,  the  country  widened  out  into  a  small  narrow 
valley.  If  was  then  that  I  began  to  look  for  the  schoolhouse,  but 
all  that  I  could  see  was  an  old  unpainted  hop  drier  to  our  right. 
We  turned  up  the  road  that  led  past  it  and  stopped  to  talk  with  some 
children  at  the  foot  of  the  steps  leading  to  the  floor  v/here  the  hops 
were  usually  dried.   That  is,  when  the  nrier  was  in  operation  which 
it  certainly  was  not  at  that  time.   I  asked  why  we  were  stopping 
there  so  long,  as  it  was  nearly  school  time,  and  we  certainly  would 
not  want  to  be  late  on  the  first  day  of  school.  The  children  all  gave 
me  a  queer  look  as  though  they  thought  I  was  crazy.   "Why  this  is 
the  schoolhouse,"  they  laughed.   I  thought  they  were  trying  to  fool 
rnfi  MTiri  Rfl.iri  so.  3i}t  iust  then  the  door  opened  and  the  teacher  stepped 
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As  petaxs  from  the  apple  tree  fall  to  the  ground. 
May  ideas  from  my  pen  fall,  to  be  scattered  around. 

I  was  pleased  with  the  way  that  my  first  PETAL  turned  out, 
and  I  hope  that  you  will  like  the  second  one  also.   But  I  do  think 
that  It  was  a  shame  that  Mr.  Boehme  couldn' t  find  room  for  that  corny 
verse  and  descriptive  paragraph.  Some  day  when  he  is  asleep  under 
the  old  apple  tree,  I  am  going  to  sneak  them  in  anyway. 

■  Thank  you  Mr.  Daas  for  the  favorable  compliment  you  gave 
me  on  the  first  PETAL  that  I  blew  your  way. 

The  breeze  is  blowing  hard  this  morning,  so  I  am  going  to 
use  it  to  carry  some  messages  of  appreciation  to  those  members  who 
have  written  to  me  about  the  cd  hop  drier,  or  is  it  ' dryer'  that  was 
used  for  a  school-house. 


Maybe,  the  next  PETAL  that  I  pick  up  will  have  something  in 
it  about  the  'tent'  school.   V/hen  I  turned  this  one  over,  I  found 
something  altogether  different,  as  you  can  plainly  see. 

I  am  still  fluttery,  this  time  it  is  caused  from  having  too 
many  irons  in  the  fire  at  one  time,   i'or  instance,  I  am  in  the  midst 
of  renovating  the  interior  of  our  home,  and  at  the  same  time  doing 
some  dressmaking  for  my  sister-in-law.   As  though  that  was  not  enough, 
I  am  collecting  and  pressing  wild  flowers  for  the  herbarian  that  I  am 
making,  in  addition  to  the  garden  work. 

Now  when  I  get  all  of  this  mixed  up  into  one  grand  mess, 
there  is  no  telling  what  kind  of  'potpourri'  it  will  turn  out  to  be. 
Therefore  I  am  going  to  dump  it  all  for  the  time  being  and  go  fishing. 
So  come  along  with  me  and  we  will  go  back  to  the  fall  of  I9O8,  when 
fishing  was  fishing  on  the  old  Umpqua  River  in  Oregon.    ••■ 

THE  DANCING  SAmON 

Early  one  morning  in  October,  about  a  year  after  I  had  stag- 
ed to  school  in  the  old  hop  drier,  my  father  came  into  the  kitchen  all 
excited  and  exclaimed,  "The  salmon  run  is  on'.   G-osh  you  had  ought  to 
see  the  river'.   It  is  chuck  full  of  them'.  "Lela  can  you  come  fishing 
with  me  this  morning?"   I  was  all  jittery  with  anticipation  as  I 
waited  for  my  .mother  to  give  her  consent.   Yes,  I  could  go,  so  my  fa- 
ther and  I  gathered,  up  the  fishing  equipment  and  headed  for  the  rivei? 

•We  took  turns  rowing  the  boat  and  holding  the  troll  line, 
for  by  this  time  I  had  become^an  expert  in  handling  the  boat, — that 
is  according  to  my  Opinion.   Luck  was  surely  with  us  that  morning  for 
in  less  than  thirty  minutes  we  had  landed  no  less  than  eight  salmon, 
which  was  a  record  in  itself,  let  alone  what  happened  after ^that.   It 
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A3  petals  from  the  apple  tree  fall  to  the  ground, 
llay  ideas  from  my  pen  fall,  to  be  scattered  around. 


I  aKi  sitting  here-  at  this  old  typewriter,  hoping  against 
hope  that  it  will  sp'eak  up  and  tell  me  what  to  write.  But  noj  it  is 
as  dumb  as  can  be,  and  only  groans  as  i  hit  the  keys.  So  you  see  I* 
am  on  my  ovm  again  as  per  usual. 

There  is  no  breeze  tonight,  so  I  am  going  to  give  a  huff 
and  a  puff,  (maybe  not  as  strong  as  the  little  pig  gave,  but  strong 
enough  to  reach  I.iilwaulree,  any\Yay,  )  and  thank  Irraa  for  the  nice  com- 
pliment she  gave  my  PETALS  in  her  CPIATTERBOX.  GOSIII  what  a  sentence, 
with  all  due  respect  to  J.P.Dolin.  Thanks  to  all  who  have  vo'itten  me. 

The  potpourri  didn't  turn  out  so  v/ell,  as  I  had  to  leave 
out  the  main  ingredient,  namely,  the  interior  decoration.  I.Iy  inten- 
oions  were  good  but  my  heart  was  not.  Anyway  I  had  company  for  the 

_l.^st  two  weeks  and  I  Just  could  not  mix  them  up  with  vmllpaper  and 

paint.  It  just  isnH  being  done  these  days.  A  calm  settled  over  the 
Grubbe's  household  Sunday  June  the  lith.  I  hope  that  it  is  not  follow- 
ed ed  by  a  storm, 

I  HOPE  I 

©CQco30ccccaxGca2Gccoax!(.:u.-a:^a  >  ■• 

THE  TENT  SCHOOL 

It  was  the  v/inter  of  I909.  The  old  hop  drier  had  been  con- 
demned for  further  use  as  a  school  building.  Something  had  to  be  done, 
for  I.iarch  and  the  spring  term  of  school  was  only  two  months  away. 
Tliere  was  not  time  enough  to  build  a  new  school-house,  even  if  the 
"/Gather  had  been  of  the  best, which  it  was  not  at  that  time,  in  the 
western  part  of  Oregon,  Rain  and  more  rain,  floods  and  mud,  and  slvishy 
;'now  \7as  on  the  \7eathermo.n' s  agenda  for  that  time  of  year.  So  what 
could  be  done  for  the  five  or  si;:  pupils  that  \7ere  left  after  the 
othern  had  sraoved  away,  that  they  might  still  continue  their  education? 

Never  let  it  be  said  about  the  members  of  the  Paradise 
School  Board,  that  they  v;ere  lacking  in  ingentiityj  for  when  they  put 
thoir  heads  together,  they  caine  up  \7ith  a  very  ujiique  but  practical 
idea.  VJhy  not  hold  school  in  a  tent?  A  piece  of  land  had  already  b%en 
donated  to  the  district.  Tliis  piece  of  land  was  on  the  South  or  upper 
side  of  Paradise  Creek  next  to  the  covered  bridge  on  the  river  side  of 
the  road.  A  fev;  trees  and  some  brush  v;ere  cleared  out  to  make  a  small 
space  in  which  to  put  the  tent. 

This  tent  proved  to  be  very  cozy,  even  on  stormy  days,  for 
it  had  a  floor  and  a  three  foot  \7all  of  boards  upon  which  the  tent  was 
stretched.  A  door-frame  and  door  \7as  included  in  the  set-up.  A  canvas 
fly  covered  the  tent  as  added  protection  against  the  v/eather.  The  floor 
space  was  only  ten  by  fourteen  feet,  so  the  furniture  v/as  scaled  down 
to  sizie.  For  the  first  time  vre  had  single  'boughten'  desks,  in  all  a 
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PUBLICATIOH 

As  petals  froia  the  apple  tree  fall  to  the  ground. 
Hay  ideas  from  my  pen  fallj  to  be  scattered  around. 
Q©30QGCCQ3U3S6O2QG©£QcXI^ 
Greetings  to  all  U.A.P.A,  Ilerabers,   and  many  thanlcs  to  Leo 
Louis  Ilartello  and  Ilarge  Ililler  for  the  special  mention  that  they  made 
and  gave  to  PETALS  in  their  respective  publications. 

Some  of  the  apples  on  a  fe\7  of  the  trees,  that' the  petals 
fell  from  last  spring,  are  ripe  enough  to  cook.  Therefore  I  am  going 
to  pick  some  and  make  apple  pics  for  the  Fourth  of  July.  I  v/ould  like 
to  send  each  of  you  a  big  y/edge  of  pie,  but  as  that  is  impossible,  I'll 
do  the  next  best  thing,  that  is  if  you  v;ill  open  your  windows  wide  on 
the  Third  of  July.  Now  do  you  get  it?  That  was  the  tojitalizing  odor  of 
and  from  those  pies,  that  I  wafted  to  you  on  the  breeze.  IJyi  but  does- 
n't it  amoll  good? 

A  FOURTH  OF  JULY  PICICCC  III  1909 


It  Y;as  a  hot  afternoon  in  June  and  I  was  tired  of  sev/ing. 
I  Y/ould  much  rather  have  been  out  under  the  cherry  tree  v/ith  my  sister 
and  baby  brother,  gazing  up  at  the  slcy  through  the  lacy  branches,  and 
wondering  if  the  cherries  v/ould  be  ripe  in  time  for  the  Fourth.  Sigh- 
ing I  returned  to  my  work,  thinking  that  it  was  a  lot  of  vfork  to  make 
a  T/hole  new  wardrobe  for  three  people,  but  somehow  it  had  become  the 
custom  at  that  time,  and  so  it  was  an  important  part  of  the  Fourth. 

I.ty  mother  and  I  had  been  taking  turns  at  the  a  earing -maobinQ 
so  between  the  t^vo  of  us,  we  had  finished  the  dresses,  and  were  ■:iQ\-\x^% 
on  the  pile  of  pretty  underv/ear  with  all  its  ruffles,  tucks  and  Ic.o-j, 
which  gradually  grew  to  completion.  Oh  yes,  and  baby  brother  had  to  z^.x 
a  now  dross  and  petticoats  too,  for  at  that  time  little  boys  v;ere  con- 
sidered as  babies  until  they  v/ere  about  two  years  of  age. 

Tho  third  of  July  foiond  mother  and  myself,  busy  in  the  hot 
sweltering  kitchon,  malting  all  kinds  of  good  things  to  eat,  such  as  r:i6, 
cake  and  salad.  The  fatted  chickens  wore  killed,  cleaned  and  cut  up,a"'.  L 
ready  for  frying  the  ne::it  morning,  "i/e  dug  the  first  nev;  potatoes jpickod 
and  shelled  the  peas,  which  wore  also  to  be  cooked  the  next  morning. 

On  tho  morning  of  tho  Fourth,  v/e  were  all  up  early,  so  ear- 
ly that  tho  stars  had  not  dimmed  out  for  the  day.  There  were  so  "m-XMy 
things  to  bo  done  that  wo  buzzed  around  like  a  swarm  of  bcof^  in  a  sio/- 
or  patch.  Eventually  wo  wore  on  ovir  way  v/ith  the  lunch  storied  safely  a- 
-/ay  xmdor  the  front  scat  and  plenty  of  oats  and  hay  in  tho  bottoin  of 
the  wagon-bod  for  tho  horses  at  noontime.  V/o  crossed  tho  river  on  oviT 
own  private  ferry,  and  had  driven  about  five  miles  past  Paradise  CrcGk', 
v;hon  wo  camo  within  hearing  distance  of  tho  fireworks  being  shot  off,  in 
the  picnic  grove  on  Andrews'  place. 

V/o  drove  in  and  while  r»iy  father  took  care  of  the  team,  ray 
mother  and  I  carried  tho  limch  over  to  the  table,  whore  v/o  left  it  un- 
til dinner  time.  V/o  joined  the  crowd,  and  what  a  gay  crowd  it  was,  v/ith 
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A  I.IERRY  CHRISTLUIS  AND  A  HAPFi"  NEJ  YEAR  TO  /iLL  UAPA  laiBERS. 


;-..—<.";,--/.-: 


Another  year  has  rolled  by,  and  once  more  v;e  see  the  jolly 
old  man  v;ith  the  long  v;hite  v/hislrers  on  the  street  and  in  the  stores 
Yes  you  arc  rigiit,  for  it  is  Santa  Glaus,  the  friend  of  all  children 
and  ho\7  they  love  him.  I  hope  that  v;e  are  all  youn-  enough  to  have  r 
warm  spot  in  our  hearts  for  old  Santa  too. 


>  *S   ««  ««  fVV«  *\    4 


A  CI-IRISTI.IAS  OP  LONG  AGO  ^ 

So  you  vrould  lil:e  to  Iniow  hovr  i7e   s-oent  Cliristmas  btick  in  I907 
\7e  lived  on  the  Old  Urapqua  River.   "Jell  l'»ll  do  the  best  I  can-     and 
you  about  the  first  Christmas  that  v/e  spent  on  the  fairm. 
^,    ,  liy  little  brother  v/as  only  a  fev;  months  old  and  this  kept  I.I0- 

«her  rather  busy,    so  it  was  up  to  me  to  play  the  part   of  Santa,    or 

txiv  e-VBvj  member-' of  the   raSily^ 


when 
tell 


thought*  I  wanted 
hov;  could  I  do  it 
You  see  we  didn' t 
no\7,  and  I 
pie.  I  v/as 


to  get  somethinr 


Y/ith  only  tv/o  dollars  and'  no 

get  a  big  allo\7ance  in  those 

Icnevf  that  I  would  have  to  mal^e  that 

pretty  sure  that  I  could,  so  I  went 


So  I 

"But 

v;ay  of  getting  to  town? 
days  as  the  children   do 
do  for  gifts  for  fovir  peo 
to  \7orl:  on  the  problem. 


per  and 
:ilother, 
shaped 
get  a  nice 
rattle 


I  studied  the  catalogs  and  the  fancy-v;or2:  sections  of  the 


-W 


baby  jacket  and 
and  some  tinsel  for 
I  sent  a\7ay  the 
impatience,  the  package 


-^  pa- 
magazmes  until  I  found  an  idea.  I  would  malce  for  my  sister  and 
each  a  glove  and  handlrerchief  box  set  and  for  ray  father  a  shield- 
v/all-pocket  for  his  shaving  things.  7or  tv/enty-five  cents  I  could 

still  have  enough  money  left  over  for  a  baby 
the  tree. 

order  and  in  due  course  of  tisne,  in  spite  of 
_  arrived.  V/ith  trembling  fingers  I  opened  the 

;^ackage, oh! \7ell  the  material  just  did  not  compare  with  the  glo\7ing 

description  in  the  catalog,  but  still  it  was  pretty  nice  and  I  could  use 
It.  Anyv;ay  the  baby  jacket  \7as  prettier  than  I  had  e:q)ected  it  to  be,  so 
that  sort  of  evened  things  up  a  little  bit. 

After  school  hovirs  and  when  my  other  worit  v;as  done  I  v/ould 
Slip  upstairs  to  ray  cold  room  and  spend  many  har)py  hours  there,  making 
beautiful  boxes  out  of  cardboard,  silk  material' and  ribbon.  OhJb'ut  thbae 

ones  J  It  was  only  last  suj-r.ier  that  I  found  those 
old  trunlc  of  my  mother's.  I  still  \70nder  v/hat  they 
she  had  kept  them  over  all  of  these  years. 


hours  v/ere  happy 
preserved  in  an 
to  her,  and  why 


boxes 
meant 


At  last  the  day  before  Cloristmas  arrived  and  it  vms  time to 

get  the  tree.  Llother  didn't  v;ant  to  be  bothered  v;ith  one,  but  it  v/as  all 
right  to  have  one  if  I  wanted  to  get  it,  as  no  one  else  had  the  time. 
Arming  myself  \7ith  an  axe,  I  set  forth  through  the  slushy  snow.I""slipt>ed 
and  slid  through  the  cold  wet  stuff  along  the  edge  of  the  forest, looking 
for  a  tree  that  was  just  right.  It  v/as  trees,  trees  every\7here,t&lltPS93 
short  trees,  bushy  trees,  and  lop-sided  trees,  but  where  oh  v/here  was  k 
perfect  one?  About  a  mile  from  the  house  I  found  it.  Down  came  the  axe 
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EL  PttOGRESSO 


A  blessing  for  your  old  Bureau  Chief  from 
that  lovely  person,  Carla  Patsuris. 

"Here's  one  for  the  Duke  of  Breezemere," 
she  writes 

I've  named   the  morning. 
The  xilver,  .sparkling   morning 
That  looks  so  bright  and  new.... 
The  light  and  happy   morning. 
The  gay  and  laughing  morninq.... 
I've  named  it  after  you! 

—  Pat. 

It's  surely  nice  to  have  my  chentele  think 
well  of  m.e  .  .  .  as  long  as  the  job  lasts  I'U  do  my 
best  to  rise  and  shine  daily. 

It  seems  the  newcomers  to  the  NAPA  fold 
are  kinda  sheered,  as  Duerr  would  say,  to  trust 
this  Bureau  with  their  effusions  —  but  such  a 
concept  is  all  wrong.  Indeed  I  know  the  "wants" 
of  every  publisher,  dates  of  their  proposed  next 
issues,  etc.  Some  want  verse,  some  do  not;  some 
cry  for  prose,  some  do  not;  some  want  essays  of 
social  slant  which  stress  our  functional  ablms; 
some  beg  steadily  for  periapt. 

Few  of  you  members  mool  the  importance 
of  my  meeps.  'tis  outgrabe  the  things  that  are 
said  about  me! 

Yippers  at  my  heels  bother  me  not. 


^fiWrtii,^., 
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No.  One 


By  Viola  Autry  Payne 

Upon  a  sunny  April  hill 
I  met  the  child  I  used  to  be. 
Her  hair  was  flying  in  the  wind: 
Her  feet  were  light  and  free. 

';Hello,"  she  said,  and  took  my  hand, 

I  know  a  lot  of  things. 
Like  where  the  catfish  go  to  hide. 
And  where  the  mock'bird  sings. 

"But  let  me  tell  you  stories 
Of  the  things  which  I  will  do 
f  o '"^H  <-he  world  will  know  of  me 
When  I  am  grown,  like  you ! 

;;But  no,—"  And  she  was  frowning, 
'I  mustn't  tell  you  more, 
^'n^not  to  speak  to  strangers. 
And  I  ve  not  seen  you  before!" 
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THE  BOUGH  BREAKING 

In  lavender,  pale  green,  the  little  bough 
I 3  breaking; 

Ttiru  all  the  sunset  trees 
God's  shakinr; 
Blood, 
His  mood 

Is  on  the  lilacs.  The  la.st  gray  clouds 
Shine  on  it,  dully 
^  G?lie  clouds  inelt  off. 

The  flowers  explode  to  brightness. 

I  find  sonnets  li!:e  birds 

In  the  lilacs  laughing.  The  white  crochet 

Of  stillness  cuts  loose  the  bough, 

I  know  a  moraent  nov/ 

That  long  v/as  tombed  in  me, 

^-^  In  the  screaning  purple  the  bough  breaks _  ...^  .._ 

And  bell  cu^os  open  into  tea.rs  ox  blue. 

-Marion  Schoeberlein 

LIGHTNING  "  v   . • 

Here  come  the  flutter  crvijabs  out  of  the  sky, 

God  of  sharp,  bitter  teeth, 

Shining  the^ buttons  of  leaves  on  the  trees. 

In  silver  breath. 

The  halo  makes  me  tremble  as  I  pass, 

Its  drunlcenness,  its  kiss,  causes  a  poem. 

The  thousand  lips  of  God  speak  in  the  storm. 

Prom  East  to  West  the  sl:y  is  warm.  ,   n  . 

-Marion  Schoeberlein 

THE  LARK 

This  bird  inspires 

The  iron  lungs  of  trees. 

The  leaves  must  set  their  teeth  on  edge. 

While  hearing  such  concerto  all  alone 
God  opens  his  highest,  bluest  sl:y. 

This  is  a  lovely  noise  to  selli 

Of  all  musicians  in  the  leaves  of  green 

The  lark's  the  strangest  piano  I  have  seen I 

-Marion  Schoeberlein 
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had  them  for  years.  Make  them  in  many  v/ays.  On  bus  trips,  .  in  retaur- 
arjts,  at  public  affairs,  etc.  But  now  thru  U,A,P*A,  it  opens  an  en- 
tirely new  channel.  Each  person  has  a  different  interest  in  life,  so 
the  letters  are  rvQVQ.v   the  same  to  anyone,' 

Of  course  I  love  people,  and  nt*^  interested  in  their  v;ork  and 
their  hobbles,  as  v/ell  as  my  ovm,  so  it  malces  for  a  nice  correspond- 
ence. This  is  my  first  PEN  PAL  and  it  may  be  my  last,  but  I ''"having 
f\in  virrlting  it,  Isn^t  it  a  thrill  to  get  a  letter  from  some  far  away 
oountry?  I  received  many  nice  cards  and  letters  of  welaomo  into  the 
U,A.  P*A.  for  \7hich  I  want  to  thanlc  one  and  all.  Received  one  from 
Jac  Homan  from  Holland,  As  I  am  a  Hollander  by  decent,  it  was  doubly 
pleasing  to  me, 

V/as  sorry  I  couldn't  make  the  convention.  But,  just  try  to 
stop  me  next  year  in  Milwaulcee.  I'll  bo  -  there'  with  bells  on.  Do  hope 
my  good  friend  Belle  Mooney  oan  be  there  too. 

Wish  great  success  to  our  new  President,  I'm  sure  George  will 
make  as  good  a  President  as  he  did  a  Mailer, 

I  have  given  permission  to  George  to  make  use  of  the  other  side 
-qT  this  issue  of  PEN  PALS.  Hope, you  like- it,  :' 
So  long  for  now,.     ..■.■""         '  ''' 

Xours  in  Faith,'  Ch^irity,  and  Loyalty, 

Maude  M.  Blaclrwell 
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A  PROSE  POEM  TO  THE  SPRING 
Marion  Schoberlein.  .  , 


God,  my  eyes  have  opened  into' fire  when  I  "behold  the- •; 
beauty  of  spring  like  a  psalm,  like  a  poem  burning  and 
burning  y/ith  the  love  from  Your  heart. 
For  all  humanity  you  have  made  the  lips'  of  the  leaves  • 
green  aiid  'tVe  song  of  the  f  lov;ors  white.  You  have  made 
all  days  Sundays  nov/. 

The  city  is  nev;  andr^lae  oountry  Is  iftll-edrrdrth: -3p±ce^      -" 
flavored  air.  The  brook  "qui vei* a  and  sings  in  a  thousand 
different  little  ways.  Even  the  stones  in  the  lane 
are  shining  pinlc  and  yellqy/  in  the  stain  of  the  April 
sunlight. 

The  tii-iie  of  youth  is  herei   The  ripeness,  the  fullness 
and  eagerness  of  my  soul  leaps  up  to  Godi 
The  trees  grov/  in  my  heart  and  the  grass  seems  to  be 
under  my  feet  all  the  tiine,  cool  and  green  and  like 
a  dewy  sandal  come  from  heaven. 

It  is. all  as  if  you  v/ere  saying  to  me,  "I  haye  given  you  . 
seeds  and  you  have  grown  them,  I  have  se^nt  you  a  robin  - 
and  they  have  mated  into  a.  thousand,  I  have  watered  your 
Icjid  and  it  is  grby;ing  into  a  rose  and; a  lily  and  a  fountain 
of  beauty,"  .       ' 

In  the  wings  of  the-bitie  sl^'  I  find  a  release,  I  fly  tov/ard 
God.  I  imagine  myself  a  verdant  garden.  In  the  stillness 
I  kiss  each  f  lov/or  and  all  of  the  earth*  s  heat  expanding  . 
my  heart.   I  am  created  out  of  this  now,  oven  as  I  was 
created  of  v/inter  and  .autumn  and  all  the  seasons  in  turn. 
.  Today  and  forever  I  am  the  spring. 
Heaven  shall  no  more  cry.  Earth  shall  no  more  weep. 
This  is  the  beginning,  of  all  joy  and  all  sweetness 
and  all  miisic.  For  spring  is  the  m.uslc-makor. 
Behold  the  strange  mother  in  the  fields. 
Solomon  the  poet  ojid.  the  king  could  not  fool  spring- 
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Esther  Lloyd  Hagg,   1939  So.  11th  Ave.,  Ilaxivood,  111. 


A  rookc.by  moon 
In  a  blue  blanlcet  sky- 
Is  rocking  the  river  to  sleep. 
A  lullaby  time 
Is  the  little  o^vl^s  croon. 
As  the  leaf  shadows  silently  creep. 


She  rocks  and  she  rocks 

Like  the  swing  of  old  clocks. 

And  a  cloud  gets  caught  in  her  hai: 

But  the  deep,  drowsy  sound 

Is  not  locusts  around- 

It's  the  creak  of  her  rocking  ohai: 


As  the  editor  of  a  recognized  poetry  magazine,  Tlie  Pavmlight,  I 
will  ten  you  why  I  ^vould  accept  these  poems  for  ny  niagazine.  rhe  first, 
Rockaby  lloon  by  Esther  Lloyd  Ilagg,  (who  l^as  ^^^itten  for  the  Trxbune  some 
vears)  I  like  for  the  following  qualities:  (Ij-SJanplicity.  CPxiis  is  a 
?oS^  doielisimple  theme.  Hany^oens  have  been  vrritten  on  this  subject 
bSt  most  of  them  are  trite.)  (2) -There  is  good  rl^^e  scheme  (^i^°^P^f^ 
the  first  two  lines)  in  the  first  two  lines.)  i..rs.Hagg  does  not  jj/^e 
moon  and  slcy  as  she  does  in  her  second  ^^---^'^:^°^f  .;^-^^?J^%;^\f  ed?^r 

%rs;aSs?y  ^s:t^jrv^riSS'tSL%:ss\;w  ^L-^^o^rSeaL^f^^' 

say  that  any  newspaper  editor  would  accept  this  pocmj 

THOSE  WHO  ViTOULD  BE  REI.IEI.IBERED 
by 
Haohel  Harris  Oampboll,   3S37  -  37tU  Street,   San  Dlogo  5,  Callfern.a 


We  arc  the  young  who  had  no  youth, 
And  the  old  whose  ago  was  dread. 
Wo  are  those  who  paid  for 

speal:ing  truth. 
Mq   are  the  dead. 

VJhen  hot,  brave  music  clouds  the  air 
And  the  feet  of  laughing  dancers  fly. 
Remember  us  with  a  half- said  prayer 
And  a  moistened  eye, 

(continued  in  next  column) 


In  the  darkened  house,  when  the 

midnight  clock 
Tells  how  the  lonely  hours  depart, 
Remember  us  with  the  pulse's  shoo: 
And  a  lifted  heart. 

lilhen  war-birds  scour  the  skies 

to  kill. 
And  an  atom-cloud  blasphemes 

the  sun, 
\7o  are  those  who  would  bo 

remembered  still. 
V/e  arc  not  done. 
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EI.IILY  DICIZEIISOH,  I.Iy  Favorite  Poet 

As  long  as  I  have  studied  poetry,  in  high  achool,  in  college,  in  pri- 
vate courses  on  vrt«iting,  in  all  the  poetry  workshops  I  have  never 
folnned  a  luore  lasting  friendship  than  that  of  the  dazzling  poet,  Einlly! 
Vifhat  I  lilce  about  her  is:  SHE  SAYS  30  I.IUCII  III  SO  ¥Z:i   V/ORDS:  Consider 
Yfith  me  a  fev;  of  her  poems.  For  instance  thorc  is  the  one  "Truth  Is  As 
Old  As  G-od"  which  1  c[uotc  hero: 

Truth  is  as  old  as  God, 
Eis  tv/in  identity 
And  will  onduro  as  long  as  Ko, 
A  co-otcrnit^'-j 
And  perish  on  the  day 
—  That^  xT?r~l"3^^omo-  aw;.'.y- ' 


Pron  mojision  of  the  tuiivorso 
A  lifeless  Deity* 

In  this  Tjocn  Emily  Diclcinson  makes  it  impossible  for  God  to  die.  She 
docs  so  in  the  last  lino  most  of  alle  She  says  in  other  words  that  when. 
GOD'  becomes  a  lifeless  Deity  truth  v;ill  no  longer  endure,  and  believ- 
ing in  Hii:i  as  much  as  her  pantheistic  mind  r.llows  her  to,  she  must 
believe  that  v:hilc  he  is  oo-etornal  with  truth  it  will  endure  forever 
and  forever.  Tliis  is  one  of  the  siinplo  poems  of  Hiss  D^ic  kins  on,  Read- 
ing farther  we  cone  to  one  entitled,  "0?  COURSE  I  PPulTED'' : 


Of  course  I  prc.yed- 

And.'did  God  oare? 

He  oared  as  much  as 

On  the  air 

A  bird  had  stamped  her  foot 

/ind  cried,  "Give  mo  J" 


I.hr  reason,  life, 

1   had  not  had,  "but  for  yours  elf, 

'Twore  better  charity 

To  leave  mo  in  the  atom^s  tomb, 

I.Icrry  and  nought  and  gay  and  n\a:ib, 

Thrji  this  smart  misery. 


In  this  Toocri,  Emily  mrJios  herself  as  important  to  God  as  a  bird.  But 
the  Bible  srvs,  "He  cares  about  the  sparrow  falling..."  however,  Emi- 
ly did  not  rord  the  Bible  too  much  I  thinic.  Her  GodY;a3  the  God  of 
n-ture,  the  God  of  the  trees,  of  the  flowcra,-  of  the  grjrdcn.  She  hr.d 
no  use  for  the  church.  She  did  not  go  at  all.  You  rcccnbcr  her  sr.ymg 
in  "  poem,  "Some  keep  the  Sabbath  going  to  church,  I  keep  it  stayxng 
at  hone.  V/ith  a  bobolinic  for  a  chorister,  /uad  an  orohca-'d  for  a  dome. 
God  prc-ohcs,  a  noted  clergjnaan.  And  the  sermon  is  never  long,  bo  1^- 
ator\d  of  going  to  heaven  at  last,  I«m  going  all  along,'  '... 
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Published  only  for  the  A.  A.  gradj.-,       Sit 


Holy  Smoke!   Another  Printer! 

After    nearly    a    year    of    silent    membership    in    the 
A  A  P  A     I've  finally  gotton  around  to  doing  a   little 
publishing  myself.     This  masterpiece  (???)  is  the  result. 
I   don't  promise   to  issue   Printers'   Ink   regularly,    may 
substitute  a  folder  or  booklet  on  some  subject  if  fancy 
dictates.     I  firmly  believe  that  amature  publishers  should 
be  encouraged  to  try  their  hand  at  producing  not  only  pa- 
pers but  also  pamplets  and  even  books  if  they  wish  to. 
I  believe  that  the  A.A.P.A.   has  entirely  too  narrow  a 
viewpoint  on  this  matter.     Perhaps,  as  I  am  a  pr.nter  by 
trade    and  publisher  of  a  mail  order  trade  paper,    I  look 
at  it  from  a  professional  viewpoint,  but  it  seems  to  me 
that  as  long  as  amature  journalism  is  to  be  pursued  as  a 

hobby  that  the  members  should  be  made  to  feel  entirely 

free  to  publish  as  they  please. 

Here   are    some   facts   about   myself   to    satisfy   your 

"cooriosity".     I'm  a  young  man,  24  years  young  to  be 

exact,    single,    (now  girls  don't  rush)  blue  eyes,    brown 
(this  nonsensical  stuff  continued  on  next  pg.) 


The  Pennant 

Published  by  L.  V.  Heljeson,  1013  N.  Main  Street,  Mitchell, 
South  Dakota,  in  the  interests  of  THE  OFFICIAL  UNITED 
TICKET.  The  publisher  is  a  member  of  the  United  Amateur 
Press  A^Ciiation  of  America,  and  of  Noel  Chapter  U.A.P.A. 

^^  ^NS-PROXIES-PRINCIPLES 

n49i;JT6Pitto  which  all  members  of  the  United  Ama- 
xeOT  Pm^s  Association  look  forward  is  the  annual 
election  of  officers. 

ProxyJSallots  will  soon  be  mailed  to  all  paid-up 
members  of  the  Uratied.  Immediately  upon  receipt  of 
the  ballots  the  memfcer  should  fill  in,  with  ink,  the 
names  of  the  various  persons  for  whom  he  wishes  to 
vote,  and  forward  the  ballots  to  the  proper  officials. 

This  action,  simple  as  it  is,  may  have  far-reaching- 
influence  upon  the  United's  future.  Each  member 
should  consider  carefuUy,  therefore,  before  voting.  He 
should  ask:  1.  Has  the  candidate  shown  his  interest 
in  the  United  by  publishing  a  journal,  issuing  a  pass- 
around,  by  contributing  to  other  jovimals,  and  by 
other  activity?  2.  Is  he  loyal  to  the  United?  2.  Will 
he  devote  enough  effort  to  his  office  so  that  it  may 
function  for  the  benefit  of  the  entire  membership? 

On  the  pages  following  we  present  THE  OFFICIAL 
UNITED  TICKET  for  your  approval.  Each  candidate 
has  been  selected  for  his  or  her  special  qualifications 
for  the  post.  The  three-fold  test  outlined  above  was 
applied  to  each  name  before  placing  on  the  ticket. 
These  officers  will,  if  elected,  function  harmoniously, 
consistently,  and  loyally.  They  will  lead  the  United  on 
to  still  greater  achievement  in  the  field  of  amateur 
journalism.  Write  these  names  in  on  your  official  bal- 
lot and  assure  the  United  of  a  year  of  leadership  and 
success. 
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George  Freitag  s 
Primer  for  Children 

AXXIVERSARY    ISSUE 


DEDICATED  TO  A  LOST   CITY 

It  is  not  really  a  lost  city  now;  it  is  the  place  of 
my  birth.  Before  my  birth  it  lay  sprawled  over  the 
earth  and  was  without  a   name.     But    today    it 
has  a  name  because  I  have  given  it  one.  It  is  my 
city.  I  used  to  lie  in  bed  at  night  listening  to  my 
city  breathing.  There  was  a  stream  going  through 
my  city  in  those  days,  at  that  time,  and  before 
I  was  born  my  father  slept  upon  its  bank.  Some- 
times he  would  pretend  he  was  going  to  work 
and  then  not  go  to  work.  Instead  he  would  go 
down  to  the  place  where  the  stream  was  and  sleep 
there  a  whole  day,  gathering  strength,  thinking 
about  my  mother.  I  have  a  picture  of  my  mother. 
She  had  yellow  hair  and  soft  brown  eyes  and  a 
sad,  sad  mouth,  and  no  doubt  my  father  said  to 
himself,  asleep  there,  what  a  wonderfully  beautiful 
woman  she  was,  how  fair.  That  was  when  my 
city  began.  Years  later  I  met  a  man  who  was  very 
old  and  owned  a  crutch.  He  had  on  a  tan  raincoat 
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MEET  MY  GANG 

Free  verse  in  the  evening 

Pentamiter  at  noon. 
Metric  feet  at  lunch  time 

Trochaic  will  be  soon 

Iambic  verse  at  breakfast. 
Wouldn't  you  just  know  it 

bmce  Mom  became  a  poet. 

We're  Jimmy,  Donna  Lynne  and  Doloris  Rae^ 
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ESLLOl  HELLO  J  FIELLOi 
'Vh.^V^l''  overwheli:ied  by  the  .reception  ve  goti     It  was  vrondcrfulii 
Thames  so  very  nmch.  to  all  of  yon  who  sent  us  carfls  and  letter-  ^dth 

sucn  icind  praises  we  never  expected  such  a  roccptioni     /ird,     •^oo 

we  wan-c  to  thank  you  for  the  lovely  birthday  cards."    Never  bcf  5-c "' 
hav2  oitner  of  us  received  so  nany,   so  it  was  wonderful  takir.'^ 
stacks  of    'cn  out  of  the  nail  box.     You're  a  very  grand     bupch         ux 
people J   m.case  you  didn't  already  know,  but  surely  you  do,     if     you 
have  given  everyone  the  feeling  of  really  "belonging"   that  you     ha^^- 
given  to  us.     Tlianlt  you  more  than  we  can  say  — -  wo*!  '' 1\q  to     i-e-'tc 
?°4-°!SP'°^^  °?  y°^-  in^|ividually,  but  since  it  isn' t.possiblc,   please 
let  this   suffice'      God  blcEs  you  alii  ***       Ch,  yes,   wo  did  get  sone 
copy,   but  still  want  noro,   and  we  still   say:   "Bet  thoro  are  sone  ex- 
tra  good  short-story  vrriters  in  our  uidst*" 
^  ^^  The  Tvro  Pats        ■ 

I  m  LovLi 

By  Tliorjas  Vauglin 
See,  I  an  nagnoticj 
Spcakl  I  under stand J 
Lis ton i  My  counsel  is  excellent i 
Seek J  -I  on  lovoi 

ED.. Since  Juno  15th  is  the  day  of 
our  Father's,  the  following  peon 
is  dedicated  to  all  the  "Daddy's" 
in  our  organizationl  We  love  yai 
*  *  *  - 

A  FATHER'S  Fru.YiilR  " 

By  Vfcltcr  L,   Snith    ■ 
There  are  so  many  things  that 
crowd  our  day^ 
V/o  seen  to  have  so  little  tine 

for  play, 
Forgetting  tliat  life's  norning 

passes  soon 
And  all  too  quicldy  cones   the 

afternoon. 


So  lot  no  understand  ny  li'l  lad, 
/md  Chun  with  hin  so  he  will  love 

his  Dad  J 


THIS   IS  lAT  QLIJ.m 

By  Pat  Harris 

Z!o  look  at  Patsy,  you'd  thinl:  she 
was  the  fragile  type.  -She-s  an 
adorable  gal  who  has  a  very  con- 
stant grin  on  her  face  and  sho'g- 
only  a  petite  5  footer i  Hovrcyori 
she  appears  to  be  a  gcrgantua  — ^* 
at  least  as  far  as  her  vocal  •; 
chords  are  concerned.  She  ca:" 
put- talk  anyone  butnakes  ya  feci 
at  ease  innodia tcly,  ^^    ;"• 

Brains  and  bcauty_.  den' t  nix  —so 
the  so^'ing  goes  —  but  wo  can 
throir  the  book  away  as  far  as  Pat 
is  concerned.  She  graduated  7tii 
highest  at  Baxter  High'School  i£ 
Baxter  Springs,  ICansas,  She  be-^ 
gan  her  va-iting  career  in  high 
school  and  edited  the  paper  dur- 
ing her  senior  year.  She  narriod 
Frank  Slane  in  the  spring  of  '^7j 
and  by  next  Sotponber  slie'll^  bo 
a  nonna  for  the  first  tine»  (  InxC 
I'll  be  an  "honorary"   auntl) 

Not  an  only  child,   but  she  road^- 


To  keep  ny  heart  young  al\rays,this  ily  adnits  to  being  slightly  su'. 

I  pray,  'iled  by  her  grand  Dad.     She's    .'^o 

For  only  onoo  i-riJl  I  pass  by  this  ioasy  to  please  and  good  iiD.i-x-.ro'i  .. 

•  vroy».  as  can  b©.     She  uses  &ood       Judg« 


-clOYearaAgot'^'"'*':)       Today 

by  Ibe  |    DIjk^R' 

iNntioiul   Amatrur  Prtts'       ■■   |nl9M      *  •« 


Astocialion 
Publicity  Dikector 

Pat    Jeff 


f  '  This  May,  as  in  so  many  other  springs, 
■downtown  New  Yorkers,  at  the  luncheon 
''  hour,  sun  themselves  on  benches  along  the 
paths  of  Trinity  churchyard,  hearing  in  that 
temporary  quietude,  .perhaps,  the  voice  of 
some  song  sparrow  who  is  an  exploring 
visitor  from  the  more  populous  green  island 
of  City  Hall  park.  Although  few  of  the  sun 
baskers  and  sparrow  listeners  may  be  aware 
of  the  fact,  this  is  more  than  the  averagej 
Maytime  for  the  famous  Gothic  structure 
jwliich  from  lower  Broadway  looks  down 
!  Wall  Street's  financial  canyon. 
'•    For  the  month  marks  the  100th  anniver- 
sary of  the  present  edifice,  the  third  to 
stand  on  the  original  site.    Trinity  Parish 
dates  from  1697,  when  the  .church  was 
.granted  a  royal  charter  by  William  III  of 
England.  The  first  Trinity  was  opened  for 
worship  in  1698.  In  September,  1776,  when 
■Washington's  army  was  encamped  on  Har- 
.n  Heights,  a  great  fire,  starting  from 
rtiltelitiU  Slip,  swept  the  2cv.-er  end  of  Maa- 
hattan  island.  A  shift  in  the  wind  saved  St. 
(Paul's,  but  Trinity  was  destroyed.   Through 
■  long  years  of  the  Revolution  the  church  lay 
in  ruins.  In  1787  it  was  rebuilt  and,  more 
than  fifty  years  later,  was  replaced  by  the 
present  building,  of  which  Richard  Upjohn, 
an  Englishman,  was  architect. 

The  Trinity  Church,  then,  that  Manhat- 
tan knows  today  began  its  building  in  1839 
and  was  consecrated  on  Ascension  Day  of 
May,  1846.  Great  names  are  on  the  stones 
above  its  old  graves.  Its  280-foot  spire  has 
been  dwindled  by  neighboring  skyscrapers! 
in  an  elapsed  century,  but  the  church's 
'place  and  Influence  in  the  city's  past  and 
.present  remain   beyond   all   change   and 
shadowing.  Every  New  Yorker,  we  believe — 
I  even  one  who  has  never  worshiped  at  its 
altar  or  basked  in  its  peaceful  churchyard — 
will  feel  a  just  pride  this  month  in  Trinity's 
centennial  of .  faith  and  achievement  and 
will  wish  for  the  historic  church  another 
lundred  sunny  Mays.     '^f^fra./t/'T^tAA. 


THE  QUESTION. 
The  editor  of  the  Mississippi 
State  Uiiivei-sity  yearbook  asked 
Billy  Rose  to  pick  the  prettiest 
girl  from  a  stack  .jf  pictures. 
After  wading:  through  them,  Billy 
wrote,  "Beautiful  girls  don't  go  to 
college."  Did  you  see-many  beauti- 
ful girls  in  your  college? 

George  O.  Cunningham,  Pitts- 
burgh, dentist: 
"No,  not  m^ny. 
Billy  Rose's  ob- 
s  e  r  V  a  t  i  o  n  is 
generally  true. 
There  are  ex- 
c  e  p  t  i  o  n  s,  of 
course,  but 
theie  were  few 
beautiful  girlsj 
at  the  Univer- 
sity of  Ritts- 
burgh  when  I 
was  there. .  May- 
be this  will  get  me  in  wrong, 
but  it's  true!' 


po.ssesses 
Sidney 


TtTOTi,  snuruioirTiotoir 
social  director: 
"Not  too  many 
of  the  type  thai 
appear  in  tlK> 
theatre  and 
night  club 
shows.  How- 
ever, when  you 
meet  a  college 
girl  you  imme- 
diately sense 
that  she  is 
smart,  well- 
groomed  and 
a   personality-  '' 

Menzer,  Grant  Ave., 
Bronx,  pharma- 
cist: "I  Saw  just 
as  many  pretty 
girls  at  Colum- 
bia University, 
in  proportion  to 
numbers,  as  I 
have  seen  else- 
whej;e.   ys^y^ 


TRU-COPY-PHOTE  , 

With   tru-copy-photeI 

ipake    accurate    same    size  I 
copies    of     reports,     letters, 
prints,     diagrams,     charts,     <  S 
bulletins,   maps,  layouts  andj 
;  actual     photographs.  ' 


St^nsa  |. 


,om.i  aiiJ 
Comma 


So nq\j_    "^  _ 


They  coiy,efo  eios^injr 
Su^fe^Ts  to  fhe^the. 

£<LiT of  o.trtf'ieht  /oi-e 


fhTo  ohe,  Ot7b,furfk  -batk 
Who  cfatt^teti  dowtn  Oh 

f7e5A  ^Me  stk*l  H^  h'tz. 


(\ll/J  JUI/1  W/)\vV7*^ 


7%e  Vvoi- IcJ  t^i'tnesi<^tl 

The  /'ce  beiys  shinii*,ef^^ 
-frotm  ^e  f/or'isT's  sT«»'<J 

f^rc^ec/ cacTus.  Leotft^f 
S/o<-ehi«</efay  a.i-1-a.jr 

lure. J  wiTh    satid 


Mho  iec  Qhe  s^of  CLS 
-ffiin^S  To  ^e«.-"fte  leajiC 


l-KhC^'b 


11313 


hB^E 


.HOUaS 


T3 
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DO   fOU  LI 73   HEhS 


It   tpikes   a  heap  o»    liv.in» 
In   -rx  house   to  make    it   here, 
but   it   ain't  no  kind   o'    livin' 
If  you   live   there   all    alone, 

Th'-'TP   hfs    crot    to   be    a   noi-^y   brood 
0°   youncTsters    'round   the   door 

i-ind   a  rothftrjwise^as  _  IsisL^  . 

■•.Vo   knows  That   a   horre   is    for. 

There   ou^ht   t'    be   a  rrsnfrey   pup 

I''ind  o'    conipany    for   the   kids 

And   a  door-knob   that  ke>?ps    cor'rrin' 

out 
And   kettles   without    lids,      • 

And   a    brokf^n  v-;lndo\v,no";  end    then, 

Frbir   ball    rar^ip.    in   the  yard; 

If  you've    rrot   all   this   your   livin' 

Fan, 
And  hfiadin'    hf^avenv/ard. 

It    takes   a   heap   o'    fic'htin' ,too. 
To  Fake   a  house   a  hor-e. 
cut   shucks, its    fun  a   firrhtln'. 
If  your   fio-htin'    for  your  own. 

You   kin    lick  your  weirrht    in   v,rild 

cats 
?or  your   c&stle    in  the   sun 
And   you'll   find    a  hcf-p    o'    fiory 
'hen    each  battle   has    been  won. 


-'or  the  wii-'e   and  kids   ere  waitin* 

there 
ri'or  you   at    close   of  day, 

And  you  feel   all   bu-tin'    out  with 

pride 
You  w.nrxt    to   knf^el   rif^ht   down   and 

pray. 

It  takes  a  heap  o»  plannin ' , too. 
To  keep  that  house  a  horre. 
Ask  Mother, thnre, a  irendin'  duds 
Ajnd  sittin'-all  alone, 

:^or  the  kids  hf^ve  all  trooped  off 

to  bed 
There  toys  still  on  thf-  floor 
And  frorr  a  distant  bed-rooir  coires 
A  frurpy jFasculine  snore. 

But  rother's  needle  se^^r-'S  to  fly 

And  her  thoup-hts  race  on  ahead 

£<''or  there  seerrs  a  rillion  thinfrs  to 

to  do 
before  she  can  n-o  to  bed. 

And  finally  whf^n  thn  last  chore's 

done 
And  she  turns  out  th<^  li.rrht. 
Like  as  not, instead  of  sle/^p 
She'll  ^o  on  plannin'  half  the  niP'ht 


J.  I- ''I 


So  you  can't  just  ke>^p  a  sitt^^' 
Knd  wishin' *  on  a  star 
^vhen  the  quittin'  whistle  Dlows  It  takes  a  heap  o'  doin',too, 
ycur  leeciin'  hoire  at  niffht,     To  stay  up  where  you  are 
kinn  o'  choke  all  up  inside     is  it  worth  the  eff'ort;8ayi 
-n   hone  Icorrs  uy  in  sirrht.        jg  heaven  worth  waitln'  for 

/ou've  had  a  heajc  o'  livin' 
?«xxJi%j.:;(.X3!£.xxxK!axi<Mxx3tXRxiKSicMiM'   And  what  could  ran  ask  for  nore 
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ANDREW  M.O-ENZOLI 
Ferndale,  dallf. 
All  Officers,  Members  of  the  U.A,PoA.  and  to 
All  Interested  Amateur  Journalists. 
At  this  time  I  want  to  thank  all  of  ^^oseAJers  who  so  grandly 
suppo-ted  me  in  my  brief  campaign  for  President  of  the  UAPA.  t^spec- 
lally  do  I  want  to  thank  live-wire  Sid  Cohen,  who  so  generously 
stepped  down,  to  permit  my  election  to  become  unanimous. 

This  recert  convention  of  the  UAPA  at  Milvaukee,^  which  I  could 
not  attend  was  the  53rd  year  of  the  o^S^'^J^f  ^^"' \°f  ^f  ^?°^:^^7- 
ing  those  53  years  we  have  had  many  ups  and  downs,  which  at  times 
left  us  completely  worried.  Since  my  first  year  in  the  UAPA,  which 
ias  ei?he°  IqI?  oJ  1928--I  don't  exactly  remember  just  now  I  have 
been  ac??ve  and  inactive.  Each  time  I  have  found  it  to  be  based  on 

the  economic  mannerisms  of  the  land.   ^  .,  ^  ,^  oc,c>ma  that  there 
When  there  is  too  much  money  in  circulation,  1^  seems  ^^at  there 
ia"ne«Q  t*me  for  hobbies.  Either  a  person  is  making  lt--or  sponviing 
il^^en  ^imes  are  Sow!  you  will  nStice  a  definite  spurt  in  favor 

°'oSr''SoSy-that  of  amateur  Journalism,  If.  el  ^b  the  JCrown  Prinee 
of  Hobbles,"— since  someone  long  ago  claimed  the  ^i^J-^  "f   „pp  f^p 
Hobbles"  for  stamp  collectors.  This  year,  I  would  like  to  see  the 

"Crown  Prince"  reSlly  amount  to  ^""^^^^J'^f •  ^j^jf '  ^^'^tJel?  orpanL 
the  rest  or  the  officers  and  ambers  of  ^he  UAPA  want  their  org^ni 
nation  -ut  ^1  front.  The  policies  I  have  outlined  in  my  laot  l^fcae 
0?  wSI™  iraiS!  -stand, "and  I  hope  to  soe  I;"-  P"/"*"  J^^?f;i,':^ 
^rm  wnrt  -,-.rr-  meiibers  more  writers,  more  publishers^  more  prinxer^ 
moie  pSi'o'nv  more  publications  mineod,  more  publications  printed. 
?oo  Se  wi'£  Btr?ve  fSr  less  animosity  among  individuals  and  groups, 
and' St  VJe 'f or  groater  cooperation.   Time  and  dignity  has  been  lost 
in  ch'^ap  squabbles,  unbecoming  a  great  avocation^     .,,  ,^„„  ^^  „„ 
A?  no  t?ue  do  I  want  to  hear  of  any  controversial  t-abbllngs  of  an 
unluafcifU^d  nature  against  our  sister  organizations— tne  NAPA  and 
ffi^U  I  believe  we  can  hold  dual  memberships,  exchange  ideas  and 
gorioatlv  get  along.  Beth  of  those  organizations  have  some  exceile^ 
a-aai^le-'  which  I  feel  would  not  hurt,  us— and  no  doubt  we  have  qu^ 
Itl^r  wh^'h  I  think  thov  could  afford  to  emanate-  -l  belong  to  booh 
ihe  '.1'>?t  -nd  irJr  as  we^-'l  as  our  UAPA,  So  far  I  have  not  been  harnn 
S  v'iu4  afftiiatSn!  we  will  not  attempt  to  raid  their  rolls  for 
mLb:;rrip.--bS  any  o?  their  members  are  welcome  to  membership  in 
the  UAPA  3.1'  tr.ey  wish  to   do  so.  ^.^.„.„  „  h^o-her 

'"^''uave  '.ust  hpd  an  opportunity  to  look  over  the  list  of  f  ^'  °(f- 
icprs  and  I  believe  wShavean  excellent  slate  to  work  f^;^'  f  ^ 
i'a  goof  workers  wltlMn  the  UAPA,  and  have  f  ^^^i'S  o?  lu- 

Ha-  ti.o  coning  /ea.  oe  ^-^^   g^      members  to  cooperate,  and 
tr?no^b:'t  ini^r^sts^f  S  seek  your  willing  fraternallsm. 
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EMERSON'S  SEVEN  WORDS! 


On  his  59th  birthday  Emerson  went  outdoors 
with,  his  son,  Edward-  Before  returning  he'de- 
cided  to  put  a  calf  in  the  stall.  But  the  calf 
had  her  own  notions  about  this  matter,  and  re- 
fused to  move?  Edward  caught  hold  of  an  eat,  and 
the  father  pushed  from  behind.  But  thei  *is6  man 
and  his  son  labored  in  vainl 

Emerson  did  not  like  the  task,  but  he  was  not 
the  kind  of  man  to  give  up  once  he  had  decided 
to  do  something.  Putting  all  his  \yeight  behind 
the  animal,  the  famous  writer  and  philosopher 
did  his  best.  The  calf  remained  firm,  rolling 
the  whites  of  her  eyes,  and  sounding  defiance 
to  the  intruders .Emerson  was  frankly  bewildered 
and  could  not  understand  a  situation  1  ike  this. 
He  had  read  the  philosophy  of  PI  ato  and  Plotinus» 
the  science  of  Newton,  the  poetry  of  many  gifted 
writers,  iilso  the  memoirs  of-Na:polieoni  butino- 
thing  in  a] 1  his  wide  reading  suggested  an  ef- 
fective method  for  getting  an  unwil  ling  calf  in- 
to a  barn! 
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In  Newspapers,  Magazines,  uotion  Pictures,  On  The  Radio  and  Elsewhere 

VOL.  1  -  No»  2  -  FEB,   1947         Arthur  Brackman,  Editor  Copyright  -  1947 

Selma  Brackman,  Associate 

This  issue  of  Pa,   is  devoted  to  a  discussion  of  some  of  the  factors  vrhich 
have  made  American  nev/spapers  puff-sheets  for  monopoly  capital.     The  editor 
feels  that  only  an  understanding  of  these  factors  can  make  contemporary  news- 
paper journalism  intelligible,  and  that  without  it  the  entire  panorama  of 
journalism  remains  obscure. 

It  is  Pa's,   contention  that  the  forces  involved  are  as  large  as  society 
Itself,  that  they  must  be  studied  with  a  viewpoint  as  far  removed  as  possible 
from  the  conventional  one  which  sees  newspapers  as  institutions  that  grev;  up 
capriciously  and  by  accident  in  response  to  laws  of  their  own,  or  as  a  result 
of  the  personal  genius  of  editors  and  publishers,  or  spontaneously  in  response 
to  man's  alleged  instinctive  thirst  for  news. 

To  apply  a  criterion  suggested  by  Professor  Alfred  McGlung  Lee  of  Wayne 
University,  newspaper  propaganda  should  be  viewed  as  something  inextricably  in- 
terwoven v/ith  our  every  day  conflicts,  in  stinggles  for  and  against  power  dom- 
ination and  social  control, 

NEWS  IS  A  WEAPON 

Historical,  evidence  conclusively  indicates  that  nev/spapers  and  the  ante- 
cedents of  nev/spapers  have  been  primarily  weapons  of  royalty  and  other  ruling 
groups  in  their  struggles  for  power  domination  and  social  control.     The  function 
of  distributing  and  merchandising  nev/s,  usually  treated  as  the  major  function 
of  news,  did  not  develop  until  much  later.     Although  selling  news  has  for  brief 
periods  assumed  dominance,   it  has  on  the  v/hole  been  and  remains  subsidiary  to 
journalism's  major  purpose  of  serving  as  a  vehicle  for  the  dissemination  of 
propaganda  designed  to  reinforce  the  control  of  ruling  classes. 

The  ruling  classes  v/ero  represented  in  the  15th  and  16th  centuries  by  the 
Crown,  in  the  18th  and  19th  centuries  by  the  powerful  political  parties,  and  in 
the  20th  century  by  monopoly  capi-bal.     The  informational  and  educational  aspects 
of  nev/s  have  been  subordinated  to  the  propaganda  purposes  of  each  of  these 
groups. 

Subtly  or  openly  the  desired  end  has  been  achieved  in  tv/o  ways  J 

1,  By  promulgating  literature  and  news  carefully  designed  to  popularize 
and  extoll  "heroes"  who  were  members  of  the  ruling  class,  j 

2,  By  disseminating  material  directly  designed  to  inculcate  attitudes  or 
induce  actions  favorable  to  social  control  by  the   ruling  group. 

The  earliest  precursors  of  newspapers  in  England  were  ballad-wi'iters , 
minstrels  and  official  poets  retained  by  kings,  nobles  and  \mrriors  to  compose 
and  disseminate  songs  and  verses  celebrating  their  virtues  and  accomplishments. 
By  exaggeration,  embellishment,  and  distortion  of  facts  these  songs  served  to 
enhance  the  prestige  of  the  rulers,   thus  rendering  the  populace  easily  amenable 
to  their  leadership.     With  the  introduction  of  printing  these   "songs"  gave  way 


